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IN JESUS NAME 
The Life Story of 
SUSAN TALBOTV WEN0A17. 

IN JESUS' NAME 
t'Memoirs of the victorious life 
and triumphant death of 
Susan Talbott %Dengatz 
compiled by 
Sadie £ouise S\tiller 
"IN JESUS' NAME," LIFE STORY 
OF SUSAN TALBOTT WENGATZ 
The story of this marvelous life has been compiled by 
Miss Sadie Louise Miller. Dr. J. C. Wengatz, her husband, 
has supervised the work and given the information. It is 
a book that you will want to read. It will stir your heart 
as you read it. 
Susan TalboT Wengatz was one of the choicest spirits 
that ever went cut of Taylor's halls. This book describes 
some of the rich experiences and outstanding victories of 
this glorious lift The description of her going away will 
move you to tl, very depths of your souf. 
Send and get one of these books and you will want 
other copies for your friends. It cost Dr. Wengatz 25 
cents to get out this first issue but all the income he gets 
from it goes to the Taylor Bible Institute in Angola Africa. 
Send the 25 cents and the book will be mailed to you 
immediately. 
NOTE: Dr. Stuart heard Dr. Sloan say to the 
Philadelphia Preacher's meeting that Dr. John C. Wen­
gatz had been with him speaking for one week and that 
he felt that at least three hundred people had been blest 
at the altar of his church during that week. He said they 
met conditions and prayed through in the old time way. 
Thank God for John—he is a graduate of Taylor 
University. He captured the hearts of Haddonfield by the 
sincerity of his faith and life. J7 f 
Introduction 
MRS. J. C. WENGATZ began her career as 
a missionary of the Board of Foreign Missions of 
the Methodist Episcopal Church, August 13th, 
1910- Her life closed its earthly labor on January 
16, 1930. 
The character of her life and the circum­
stances connected with her death, make for her 
an expanding influence which will continue 
through the years-
There are three outstanding symbols of dis-
cipleship: there is the yoke which one carries in 
companionship with the Master in bearing the 
burdens of life; there is the towel and the basin 
which are symbols of devotion to the task most 
needed in the service of one's fellow man; there 
is the Cross which is the highest mark, made 
sacred by the sacrificial death of Jesus. 
Mrs. Wengatz, in a remarkable way, exhibit­
ed a life true to all these. Her chief joy was in 
service in humble stations where need was 
greatest. There she was privileged to exhibit 
the spirit of her Lord and Savior. 
It is fitting that her devoted husband, with 
whom she lived and labored, should make possible 
the preparation of the life story of his beloved 
companion—Susan Talbott Wengatz. Readers are 
to be congratulated on the fact that the material 
has been compiled by an intimate friend, Sadie 
Louise Miller. 
JOHN R. EDWARDS, 
Corresponding Secretary, Board of Foreign Mis­
sions of the Methodist Episcopal Church. 
New York, N. Y. 




A Personal Word From President Stuart: 
THE LIFE STORY OF SUSAN TALBOT 
WENGATZ AS GIVEN IN THIS BOOK READS 
LIKE ROMANCE. SHE RECEIVED HER ED­
UCATION AT TAYLOR UNIVERSITY. I knew 
her when I was a student in Taylor. I consider 
her a marvel of God's Grace. She was mightily 
used of God in Africa. I hope this book may have 
a wide reading. 
TAYLOR UNIVERSITY, a regularly accredit­
ed STANDARD COLLEGE of Liberal Arts by the 
State Board of Indiana, has today, and has had 
for a period of eighty-six years, a steady stream 
of consecrated youth going out to bless the world. 
Susan Talbot Wengatz loved Taylor University, 
and wanted and opened a Taylor Bible School in 
Africa. Your gifts are needed for the home insti­
tution and for the one which she founded in 
Africa. 





This booklet, "In Jesus' Name," is dedicated to 
the many of Mrs. Wengatz' close friends in her 
life and service for her Lord; to those who stood 
by her in her indescribable suffering during those 
last days of her life here below; to those who 
sought by prayer and other means to prolong her 
life and usefulness in Africa; and finally to the 
extension of the Kingdom of Righteousness in 
this world. 
J. C. W. 
FOREWORD 
S. L. M. 
It is the purpose of the one who has compiled 
this book, and also of those who have expressed 
a desire for it to be published, not solely to relate 
the accomplishments of an individual. We hope 
to show the wondrous possibilities of any person 
who is entirely consecrated to the Savior whom 
Susan Talbott Wengatz loved, and to whose 
entreaties her answer was an unquestionable 
"yes." 
Without seeming to be sacrilegious, we feel 
that we could appropriate words from the Sacred 
Book in reference to her life work: "Many other 
signs truly did Jesus in the presence of his disci­
ples (this disciple) which are not written in this 
book; but these are written that ye might believe 
that Jesus is the Christ (and that He is the same 
yesterday, today and forever), and that, believ­
ing, ye might have life through His name." 
The book is not an exhaustive biography, even 
of the articles that have been written by her and 
by others concerning her wonderful life and walk 
with her Lord. In choosing from the abundance 
of material at hand, we have tried to select such 
as would tend most to convince the reader of the 
miracles which God still works today through any 
servant or child of His who trusts Him with a 
like simple faith. 
V 
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The following poem by Nell Ruth Roffe, 
although not written with Mrs. Wengatz in mind, 
is a true epitome of the victorious life which she 
lived through the "Call of the Cross" which came 
to her so early in life and which sustained her 
through all her labor of love for her Master. 
"THE CALL OF THE CROSS" 
She heard the call of the Cross one day, 
Calling to lands that were far away— 
To lands as dark as the darkest night, 
Where they grope in the gloaming, without the 
light; 
If only the Cross with its golden ray, 
Might shadow the path of their darkened way. 
She answered the call of the Cross one day, 
Though it called to a land that was far away; 
To lift high the torch of His wondrous love; 
To show them the way to His home above; 
And the Cross led on, and its shadow fell 
On their sin and their gloom, and their hearts as 
well. 
She lived 'neath the shade of the Cross each hour, 
And the strength of the Cross was a sheltering 
tower; 
And she showed them the Love that had lifted 
high 
The Saviour of men, on the Cross to die, 
Till the Cross on their pathway they saw at last, 
And under its shadow their burdens cast. 
Taken shortly before Mrs. Wengatz was bitten. 

IN JESUS' NAME 7 
And under its shadow she passed one day, 
To a beautiful country, so far away; 
But she lighted a beacon that gleamed afar, 
And the Cross still glowed, like a radiant star; 
And still on the crossroads the shadow falls, 
But, far o'er the ocean, the Cross still calls— 
Calls for more soldiers to battle out there, 
Soldiers to fill up the ranks, who will bear 
High o'er the desert the light of the Cross 
Till the long shadows shall fall across 
Lighting the eyes that are dim with care, 
Shading the path from the noonday glare. 
"So I'll cherish the old rugged Cross, 
Till my trophies at last I lay down, 
I will cling to the old rugged Cross 
And exchange it some day for a crown." 
—Nell Ruth Roffe-
"EARLY LIFE" 
Susan Moberly Talbott was born in Coates-
ville, Indiana, January 29, 1885. She received her 
early education in Orleans High School. Her 
father was a criminal lawyer and legislator of 
the state for many years. Her grandfather was 
a Methodist preacher. 
She was converted early in life, and her con­
version was genuine and went deep. She was 
wholly sanctified while in High School, and at 
that time received her call to the foreign field. 
In the fall of 1905, she entered Taylor University, 
against the wish of her parents, and consequently 
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was obliged to work her whole way through, 
which she did by serving as private stenographer 
to the President, and singing in the ladies' 
quartette. 
While in college, her life was one of genuine 
sincerity and faith. All lightness and things 
that savored of the world had been left at the 
altar when she was saved. She was a natural 
leader among her fellow-students both in spiri­
tual things and in scholarship, and acted as a 
balancer for the whole student body at times. 
A student in Taylor University at the time 
Miss Talbott was there, writes of how she took 
time from meals and rest to teach three Porto 
Rican boys English, using as her opening primer, 
John three sixteen. 
While she was in college, word came that Oliver 
Mark Moody, a former Taylor graduate, had 
fallen in the field; and as they were holding a 
memorial service for him in the old chapel, the 
leader suggested that they pray that God would 
fill the place so that no gap remain among the 
workers. While she was praying that God would 
raise up someone and send him to Africa to fill 
Mr. Moody's place, definitely the Voice spoke to 
her that she was to be that one. She did not even 
know just where in Africa Oliver Moody had 
been buried, but years later when actually reach­
ing the field herself, she found that she was sta­
tioned within sight of his tombstone—so definite 
was God's call to her. 
In June of 1909, she was married to the Rev­
erend John C. Wengatz. They served in a pas-
toiate at McCordsville in the North Indiana Con-
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ference for one year. In 1910 they were accepted 
by the Board of the Methodist Episcopal Church 
and sent to Angola, West Africa. There they 
labored together in the ingathering of souls until 
her call to come home in 1930. 
"ON THE FIELD" 
For her, going to Africa was anticipated not 
merely as a joy ride. She did not know the con­
ditions under which she would have to live and 
work. She did not know that there were already 
settled missions in the place where she was going, 
but rather expected to be sent out into the very 
frontier in pioneer work, and was ready to use 
the hatchet in hacking off brush to build her own 
first shelter, right along with the savages. 
After landing at Loanda, the Reverend and 
Mrs. Wengatz were ordered three hundred and 
fifty miles into the interior for their work. There 
were two new languages to be learned—the Por­
tuguese and the native. Both of these she acquired 
very rapidly and soon became a master of them— 
so much so that both natives and missionaries 
sought her assistance in language work. In three 
months after landing on the field, She found her­
self entering into the work of the girls' boarding 
school. Evangelization of the heathen was the 
passion of her soul, and this was manifested in 
her daily contact with the boys and girls of the 
schools as well as with the people of the surround­
ing villages. She spent much time in systematic 
Bible study and prayer; the burden of Africa was 
upon her. There was no one who was happier and 
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who enjoyed the work more than she, and it would 
be equally safe to say that no one on the field 
brought more souls to Christ during an equal per ­
iod of years. She was a good leader of singing. 
She also translated more than sixty songs of tin 
gospel-hymn-type into the native language. She 
had a strong influence among the native women. 
She interested many friends at home, and was 
very successful in raising money for the cause. 
Only a year in the country and she was ap­
pointed matron of the girls' boarding school at 
Quiongua. The school was heavily in debt, and 
they were informed that it would probably have 
to be closed within a short time. There was not 
much to close. Two grass huts and a mud hut and 
twenty-eight girls to be sent home. To her, it was 
the beginning of her task, and not the end of the 
school. She began planning, working and pray­
ing for ways and means to keep the school open; 
and not only that, but to enlarge it. The school 
was not closed as had been prophesied, but in a 
few years the school had doubled itself many 
times and was composed of an entirely new set of 
sun-dried brick buildings. She remained in charge 
of this school until 1922, when she and Mr. Wen-
gatz were moved away to another field. 
Mr. Wengatz became an efficient District Sup­
erintendent, and Mrs. Wengatz acted constantly 
as his secretary and helper in that work. Closely 
united as they were in love and religious experi­
ence, in interests and in talent, they made a great 
team for missionary service. 
In 1921 they felt a definite conviction to spend 
themselves in evangelistic work in the interior. 
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They left the school and building projects to 
others, and flung themselves into the evangelistic 
work of the far east. God in a very peculiar way 
set His seal upon this, by giving many souls. 
Often she would ask to be taken to the savages of 
the interior alone to spend from a week to a month 
in evangelistic work among them, while her hus­
band was away on other duties. Several times 
she conducted large tent meetings in various 
places by herself. The salvation of souls was her 
joy, her passion, her prayer, and her faith. 
Whenever her husband was called to a remote 
part of the district on any kind of work, she was 
always by his side. Her consecration and sound 
reasoning soon brought her into the position of a 
spiritual leader and adviser among the other mis­
sionaries. From the very beginning of her work 
in Africa she had her own separate appointments 
at Conference time by the Bishop. In recent years 
she was sub-editor for Angola on the South Afri­
can Missionary Advocate, and kept that paper 
well supplied with bright and telling articles, rep­
resenting various phases of the work. The fol­
lowing chapters will be devoted to remarkable in­
cidents as related by Mrs. Wengatz in the 
Advocate. 
"VILLAGE VISITING IN AFRICA" 
Difficulties Encountered by Missionaries in 
Teaching the Way of Salvation to the Heathen. 
March seventeenth I started with five girls a 
distance of forty miles to visit the work at Lutete 
where there are so many to hear the gospel. We 
12 IN JESUS' NAME 
had had visits from some of their people asking 
for teachers, and had received wonderful reports 
from our Sunday School Superintendent who had 
gone to visit them; thus we felt a desire to see how 
God had worked among them without any human 
instrumentality save one heathen black man who 
had received, read, believed, and obeyed the gos­
pel of Matthew. 
We slept one night on the way after a very hard 
tiresome day, arriving about 5:30 P. M. at Ki-
kanga, a small village with only five houses. My 
tent was soon pitched and ready for housekeep­
ing ( ?). I shall never forget the eagerness with 
which those native women watched the quick con­
struction of so nice a house and their wonder at 
the things that I, a woman, had. A real bed with 
lots of cover, a table and chair, etc., just like a 
white man would have! One woman drew the 
door of the tent apart, looked in at the neat house 
and said simply, "Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!". I could 
imagine what her thoughts were, and so could 
anyone who had once seen how really little the na­
tive woman ever has to enjoy. That night twenty-
three people gathered near the tent and listened 
to gospel songs and the story of Jesus and His 
love. Possibly some of them had never heard it 
before. I dwelt on Jesus' love for them and they 
seemed touched by it, and when I asked them to 
be quiet while we prayed (a very hard thing for 
heathen to do), they obeyed with readiness. 
We had a good night's rest, arose early next 
morning, and at eight A. M. the people waved us 
a merry "goodbye" and we were off. At about 
nine o'clock I saw what I had wanted to see ever 
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since coming to Africa. We had just started down 
a steep rocky hill which led across a stream and 
high embankment on the other side, when the girls 
began to shout "Monkeys, Senhora, Monkeys!" 
The hammock men had already begun the descent 
and I knew I dare not stir, much as I wanted to 
see them, lest I cause them to lose their footing 
and I go rolling down the hill. When we reached 
the top of the hill on the other side, I regretted 
that I had not seen them and the girls said, "Get 
out of the hammock quick for we see them from 
here." I lost no time in so doing and my eyes be­
held what we used to see in the geography. Per­
haps a hundred feet away, down in the valley 
which we had crossed, were three very large, un­
usually bushy trees, whose branches were very 
close together, sometimes touching, and there in 
their tops were monkeys chasing each other, chat­
ting away, jumping from one limb to another as 
if they were playing tag or some other like game. 
I have no idea how many they numbered, but 
judging from the size they appeared at that dis­
tance, most of them must have been quite big 
fellows. 
At about 11:30, we arrived at Lutete. They did 
not know that we wTere coming. When we came 
in sight of the village, they began to spread the 
news that we were in sight. Such a reception as 
we received! The whole village ran out to wel­
come us and oh, such rejoicing! We were ushered 
into a large cool room of a native house, clean and 
empty save for one chair—which was given to me 
—a few benches, and some straw mats. The room 
was soon filled with bright beaming faces peering 
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into mine, and they said, "Oh, Senhora, we are so 
glad you came! We are rejoicing!" And I could 
not doubt it at all. Luiz Buta, the one who had 
led these people to find the Light which was beam­
ing out of their faces, was not there; but he was 
quickly called, and in an hour came to share in the 
rejoicing that the white Senhora had really come 
to their village to make them a visit. 
My attention was particularly called to a blind 
woman, a sister of Luiz, who, though she had been 
blind for years, was rejoicing in the salvation of 
Jesus. Her face just beamed all those five days, 
and what an inspiration it was to see her as she 
sang or tried to learn the verses of Scripture. 
The grass church which they had built was far 
beyond my expectations. It will hold about one 
hundred twenty people. It had windows on either 
side, and two doors. The sides were a reed grass 
and the roof the regular thatch. The bell is a hoe 
that was brought in among the fetiches, tapped 
with a piece of iron, also a fetich I think. When I 
thought of the spirit in which all this was done, no 
missionary to suggest it, no home church to fur­
nish the money for it, I could not help thinking 
that the little church was more acceptable to our 
Heavenly Father than many a costly edifice, and 
more music sounded in Heaven from that little 
iron hoe calling the children of God to worship, 
than many fine church chimes. Morning and eve­
ning the faithful Luiz gathers all the village in the 
church and to the best of his ability, teaches 
them the way to salvation. 
When I had seen the church and the people with 
their shining faces and heard their earnest in-
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quiries about the way, I felt like the Queen of 
Sheba when she went to visit Solomon—"The half 
had not been told me." 
About two o'clock when we had rested, the car­
riers pitched my tent and soon all was ready for 
my five days' stay among them. I had taken pro­
vision with me for the days I intended to stay and 
expected to buy food for my girls and eight men 
whom I kept for the return trip. But Luiz soon 
called me and showed me a cow he was going to 
kill to feed the people. I told him of my intention 
to pay but he said, "Don't you pay them any ration 
money till the meat and funji (the native's 
choicest meal) is gone. If you want to pay then, 
I'll tell you." I thanked him and went into my 
tent to rest, but before long was called to choose 
What I wanted of the beef. I went out and there 
it was, not a piece having been taken, waiting for 
me to choose. I took a soup bone and some ten­
derloin, but had difficulty in getting as little as I 
wanted. Thus was our hospitable treatment and 
thus were we fed on the fat of the land. I was 
not requested to pay any rations to my men. 
The School girls were shown unusual honor as 
being from school and coming with me. They were 
guests indeed and their food was cooked for them 
and more than that, they were given a table and 
table cloth, chairs, glasses, knives and forks. The 
latter however, they were not able to use with me. 
This is not unusual, for a table, when there 
chances to be one, is always taken by the men and 
the women eat on the floor. Here the men sat on 
the mat on the floor in another room and the table 
was given to the school girls. Wonder of won-
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ders! But it was respect to the gospel and those 
who represent it. 
Beginning with the first day they began to ply 
me with questions which ended only when I was 
ready to get into my hammock to leave. I never 
anywhere saw such a hunger to know the truth 
and they seemed never to have a thought that I 
might tell them the wrong. I heard them saying 
to one another, "The Senhora says this is what we 
should do," just as if it were law to them, and they 
did it too. 
Most of them had plural wives, but had divorced 
them, remaining with the first; many of them had 
had slaves, but had freed them; all had used to­
bacco, both men and women, but had quit even 
having it in their gardens; and everything else 
they were told was wrong, they quit doing. Their 
earnestness is very certainly not surpassed among 
the Africans. 
We had four meetings a day and how they did 
drink in every word! It was real inspiration to 
talk to them. I talked three times a day and in 
the hours between answered their questions. Sun­
day was a great day. One hundfed and twenty-
two people besides our carriers and girls came to 
attend the services. The house was filled to the 
utmost, with a few who could not find standing 
room, on the outside. 
During our stay the "lame, halt, and blind" 
were brought in for medicine and the generous 
supply I had taken with me, anticipating their 
needs, came in good play. You would have thought 
me a "certified physician" to see me dealing out 
the medicine. Monday morning I gathered them 
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together for a bit of final advice, and we were off 
again. There was no sun and it was fine travel­
ling so we reached Kikanga in about three and one 
half hours, none the worse for the ride. Here we 
had a long afternoon to enjoy camp life and cook 
some of the seven chickens they gave us for the 
trip. A rain in the evening prohibited us from 
having another meeting with the people, as we had 
planned. Near the village, perhaps nearer than 
we knew, were two hyenas that howled and 
howled; but although only a canvas protected us 
from the open, we realized that we were in the 
care of Him who said, "thou shalt not be afraid 
for the terror by night," and we slept in peace. 
Early next morning we were up and ate our 
breakfast at 6 A. M., and started on our long jour­
ney. It looked clear; there was a heavy dew on 
the grass and we expected that in a short time 
the sun would appear, dry the grass and all would 
be well; but not so. The grass was so heavy with 
water that it bent in over the narrow path, and 
as the men passed, it threw the grass under the 
hammock, only a burlap, which was one thickness 
of a steamer rug, and was my sole protection. The 
hammock quickly drank up the water as it 
brushed over the grass and shared it with the 
blanket until, before we had gone an hour through 
the tall grass, I began to feel quite damp. I had 
them stop, and I put on my overshoes and rain­
coat, which I carried in a bag in the hammock, but 
in a short time, the coat too was wet. We were 
in the midst of grass over our heads and there 
was not a village for twenty miles, so there was 
nothing to do but go on. Instead of sunshine there 
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came rain and it rained four hours. Still the men 
plodded on, the narrow path often so slippery 
they could hardly stand. The girls came with their 
extra pannos, (about sixteen yards of cloth 
folded), not yet wet, and put them under my hips 
and back; but soon these were wet through, and 
I was wet to the skin. Not only I but the men 
who carried me, realized my danger and they bent 
every effort to get me home as quickly as possible. 
(I had plenty of extra time which I spent in pray­
ing the Lord to prevent any bad effects from such 
a soaking, and the time proved to be well spent.) 
Besides miles of this tall grass, there were dan­
gerous streams to cross, not because of the water, 
for most of them were entirely dry when we went 
over, but because of the "washouts" and "jump-
offs" and "step-ups" and rocks and soapy-like 
places over which we travelled; but the men 
worked like heroes. Once, when going down into 
a stream, the man at my head was trying to find 
a place for his foot and it was almost too slippery 
to attempt with so heavy a load, I offered to get 
out saying it would be better than to be thrown 
out. He replied, "You lie still and we will not 
throw you out," and they did not. Once again, in 
attempting to step across a stream and at the 
same time take a step up, the load was too heavy 
for him, and he could not find a sure footing and 
at the same time raise his load. He tried again 
and again. I said, "Can't you do it?" He replied, 
"I can't do it Senhora," but just as he said it, he 
gave one last desperate effort, which I could tell 
took every last bit of strength he had, and he 
raised his load. 
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On we went like this—through grass, down hill, 
across gullies, up hill, along the slippery path, 
which many times was almost invisible, the men 
wiping the rain from their faces to see the next 
step. It is needless to say that speed was impos­
sible, though they did their best. For six long 
hours I lay in my watery bed, not knowing what 
the consequences might be, but there was nothing 
I could do but commit my care to Him who never 
fails to look after His own. 
Soon we began to near a village with four or 
five houses and by this time I was getting quite 
cold. Fortunately, my feet were dry. I knew I 
could never ward off a chill till we reached home, 
for it was yet three and a half, or possibly four 
hours to the Mission. So I sent word to the men 
who carried my trunk and bed to stay immediately 
behind us, and one of the girls hurried along to 
ask for a house in which I might change my wet 
clothes, and thus avoid a chill. The house was so 
small I could scarcely stand up without hitting 
my head, but it was dry and a blessing to me. I 
soon changed my wet clothes and sprayed my nose 
and throat with listerine, had a dry blanket, 
taken out from my bedding, and felt fine for the 
three and a half hours that still remained. By the 
time we had reached the village, the rain had 
ceased, but the poor carriers had no dry clothes 
and they stood waiting for me, shivering in the 
wind, like so many drowned rats. 
We were soon on our way again and I sent word 
to Mr. Wengatz to have fire, hot water and dry 
clothes ready (for I was damp again from the 
wet hammock), and we arrived at the Mission 
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about 5:30 P. M. Since early 6 A. M. those car­
riers had not rested, nor mentioned food; they ate 
only a few raw roots while waiting' for me in the 
village; their only thought seemed to be to get me 
home as soon as they could, and they were not 
Christian either. It is needless to say we fed 
them well, and gave them a bit of extra "thanks" 
besides their regular pay for their faithfulness. 
It was a thing to be noted that I did not even 
have a cold from the experiences of the day. The 
whole week was full of interest and one never to 
be forgotten by the one taking her first missionary 
adventure alone. 
"A WITCH-DOCTOR FINDS JESUS" 
The tent was pitched and the camp meeting was 
well under way when Kanzuela, a witch-doctor 
whose fame had gone far and wide, appeared and 
became interested in the meetings. He had oc­
casionally attended church services in Malange, 
which fact we knew by a certain grey German war 
helmet which he wore, and which we had some­
times seen among natives' hats piled outside the 
church windows. 
As Kanzuela saw others at the altar of prayer, 
heard them confess their sins and ask God's for­
giveness, promising Him to lead a new life hence­
forth, his own heart was stirred and he too wanted 
to become a Christian. He knelt in prayer, con­
fessed many evil doings and said he would be a 
Christian. But on the last day of the meeting 
when a large pile of fetiches had been arranged 
for burning and we thought it most fitting that he 
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should put the fire to them, he refused, and we 
knew that fear still filled his heart; so, in spite of 
his confession, he was not counted among the 
converts. 
During the nine months since then, he has been 
a faithful attendant at church and Sunday School 
and is a member of the Men's Tithing Band. Dur­
ing Passion Week we had special services daily 
and group prayer meetings of evenings in such 
localities that all might attend. Kanzuela attend­
ed these meetings and again his heart was stirred. 
He prayed and earnestly sought after the Lord. 
On the morning of Good Friday, his burden be­
came more than he could bear and after the first 
season of prayer, he struggled to his feet and stag­
gered up toward the front of the church trembling 
from head to foot. He spoke at length between 
sobs and wails and told all his wicked life, there in 
the presence of those who once had believed in his 
deception. He told of those whom he had deliber­
ately killed by giving them poison; of homes he 
had wrecked by counsel given; how he had accused 
people of being witches, thus putting a brand upon 
them for life. He said all he had wanted was 
FAME and that he had acquired it, for people had 
come to him and sent for him even as far as from 
the coast, paying him large prices for his divining. 
When it was all told, the wretched man cried in 
despair, "What shall I do? oh, what shall I do?" 
Then it was that the missionary leading the 
meeting was so glad that she had never allowed to 
enter her heart one doubt as to the atoning blood 
of Jesus that was shed on Calvary, and that she 
could with all assurance point him to the Lamb 
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of God, who so many years ago that day had hung 
on the Cross to atone for all our sins. Even as she 
spoke to him, he looked in faith, and was forgiven 
and the instantaneous change that came to him 
was apparent to all. 
He has disposed of all his "witchery" and is re­
fusing large sums and calls for divinations. As 
with shining face he bears testimony to the work 
wrought in his heart, he exclaims, "Oh, what love, 
What love! How great was His love!" 
"A DAINTY MORSEL" 
The missionary was digging up the earth pre-
parartory to making a kitchen garden. He dug 
out many large white grub worms, and having 
heard that they were "food" for the blacks, he 
called the school children to ask if it were true. 
A shout of delight went up and on they came with 
their plates. They picked them up until several 
large plates were full. The sun was dying and 
the missionary started home with his hoe, when 
one wee girl, unwilling that any should remain un-
found, said timidly, "Senhor Joao, perhaps if you 
will dig some more, you may find another." 
"GOD'S LAST CALL" 
In Quiongua some years ago, there was taken 
into the school a little girl of four years whose 
mother was dead and whose father was blind. She 
was bright and quick to learn and after she learn­
ed to read the Gospel in Kimbundu, used to read 
it to her father who would come, and looking at 
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her with eyes that could not see, would run his 
fingers through her hair down over her face and 
finally over the page where she read. Every stroke 
was that of tenderness and love, for she was a 
likely child. He soon passed away and she was 
left entirely to the care of the missionary who 
raised her. 
Three years ago she was married, and the mar­
riage was not a happy one. Kasule, for that was 
the girl's name, lost the joy and peace out of her 
life and was fast becoming like any other native 
woman. The camp meeting found her just in time. 
At first she seemed glad for the meetings, then 
when she heard others confess their sins and back-
slidings, she hardened her heart and rebelled. 
Almost all of the girls who had been in school 
with her had prayed through to a certain victory 
but she remained the same. It was Friday and 
the meetings were to close on Sunday. We be­
came concerned about Kasule lest she might let 
pass what might be her last opportunity to get 
right with God. We called together all the former 
school girls and had a prayer meeting especially 
for her. God burdened our hearts and we prayed 
until we felt He would answer and save her. Sat­
urday she did not even attend the services, but 
Sunday in the early morning meeting, no sooner 
was the call given than Kasule came hurrying to 
the altar. She prayed earnestly but could not 
seem to just let go and trust Jesus. We stayed 
with her through the breakfast hour, and at about 
eight o'clock the light came. Her face was a pic­
ture, all aglow as she clapped her hands and 
praised the Lord for what He had done for her. 
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That evening- she presented herself for the bap­
tism of the Holy Spirit and after an hour or more 
of prayer and consecration, God again met her in 
a special way. Over and over again she said, "I 
came to Him empty-handed, but He took me, oh, 
He took me!" 
But why do I single out this one case among 
several hundred who were saved ? It is because it 
indeed proved to be Kasule's last chance. A few 
weeks ago word came to us that she had gone 
home to Jesus. On Sunday, two days before she 
died, she talked to the crowd that gathered to see 
her after the church service and told them she 
was going to be with Jesus. She handed to her 
aunt a white handkerchief that she had borrowed 
to tie around her aching head and said, "Take it 
back. It is not as white as what I'll soon have to 
wear." Again God blessed her as she gave her 
testimony to those gathered and she clapped her 
hands and said, "You must stay with your sor­
rows and your hardships, but I am the happy one 
for Jesus has called me home." She remembered 
to send a special message to me who had raised 
her, saying "She has been a mother to me. Tell 
her not to have any doubt about where I am going. 
I'm going to be with Jesus." On Tuesday when 
the end came she told them good-bye and lifting 
her eyes she cried: "Muzumbi and Luminga and 
Medita have come with Jesus to take me home and 
oh, how they shine." (These were three girls who 
were with her in school and who had died leaving 
bright testimonies). 
Do we feel sorry that she has gone? Would we 
have her back if we could? No! A thousand times 
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no! We spent years trying to prepare her for 
eternity and we rejoice that she did not refuse 
God's last call. 
"NATIVE LOYALTY" 
It was almost noon on a clear July day before 
we were off on our journey. It was hot and dry. 
There had been no rain for three months and the 
hot sun and high winds which prevail during the 
months when rain is lacking, had made every­
thing brown and unlovely. The grass, eight feet 
high on either side of the trail, reached far above 
the heads of the carriers and made travelling any­
thing but comfortable. Several men with light 
loads led the caravan, and I followed in a ham­
mock carried by four husky natives who took 
turns carrying, two and two. The other load men 
were scattered along in the distance, and my hus­
band, riding a lively white horse, remained at the 
rear. 
Only a few miles had been covered when the 
crackling of fire was heard, but to my anxious in­
quiries, the carriers replied that the fire was not 
near us. However, in less than five minutes the 
hard wind blowing toward us brought clouds of 
smoke and noise of the burning dry grass which 
told us of our danger. Just then the boys ahead 
turned back shouting, "Run! The fire is very near 
us." I jumped from the hammock and started 
back down the trail with the two extra hammock 
men, leaving the hammock and blankets to the 
care of the other two. I ran and ran until I was 
exhausted, and fell down in the path. When I got 
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up, I could not take another step alone, but gave a 
hand to each of the two men and tried to walk 
fast. Someone called, "Leave the path and take to 
the grass." I had been told when I first came to 
Africa that if ever I should be caught in a grass 
fire, I should do exactly what the natives told me 
for they would know better than I what ought to 
be done to save my life. Off we went into this 
grass far over our heads, not a path to guide us; 
but one man went ahead and parted the grass with 
his hands and held aside the limbs of dry shrubs 
so we could pass. The other led me through this 
quickly-made opening. The wind was rising, and 
with it such clouds of smoke as, together with the 
heat, almost choked us. Then to our amazement, 
the load men trying to follow us shrieked out, 
"The fire has jumped the trail and is burning on 
this side!" It certainly looked as if there were 
only a moment between us and death, for the wind 
was blowing hard and in our direction. One of 
my men, supposing the fire might have already 
passed down the other side of the trail, hurried me 
back in the direction of the path which we had 
left and sure enough, we found it burned and 
clean. Just as we parted the grass into the trail, 
Mr. Wengatz came up on the horse and he only 
had time to lead me across the path to the other 
side wihen the grass from which we emerged, went 
up in flames. It all happened in less time than it 
takes to write it, and there was less than three 
minutes between me and death—but for the faith­
fulness of my native men. When I realized what 
had happened, and how easily each of them could 
have saved himself had he not risked his life for 
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me, I said to the one who had led me through, 
"Kambundu, if you had left me, I should have died 
in those flames." Whereupon he calmly replied, 
"But I would not have left you Senhora, I would 
have died with you." 
"JOANNA" 
Joanna Kimbangu was the name of one of those 
black village women who somehow just work 
their way into your heart and before you know it, 
cause you to be interested in every detail of their 
lives. She became a Christin in 1911 during the 
general religious awakening about Quiongua and 
her turning from her "ma'hamba" to serve the 
true God was sincere and lasting. 
Joanna early formed the habit of asking us to 
pray with her whenever she came to the mission 
either on Sunday or a week day. If she came to 
sell something she always came early enough to 
have time to pray, and many times she walked 
the four miles solely for the words of prayer we 
had together. Many times she would come at most 
inopportune times for us. We were oh, so busy, 
and confess we almost begrudged the time we gave 
her; but when the prayer was over and the old 
face shining with trust in her Lord, we chided 
ourselves for having had a thought of wishing she 
had not come. 
One day we were much amused when she came 
just at noon and found us at the table. She came 
to the door and said, "Senhora, I am going away 
for a few days; and I have come to say goodbye 
to you and the Lord." The poor soul meant it well, 
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so we refrained from giving vent to the laughter 
that possessed us, lest we offend her. 
If, for any reason, Joanna was absent from a 
Sunday service, she either advised us before hand 
of just what would hinder her from coming, or 
she would send word to the service why she was 
not there. She said, "I do not want you to think 
I am staying away from service just because I do 
not want to come." 
Within a year or two after her conversion, she 
led her blind husband to Jesus, and he is still 
happy in the faith. 
Joanna, from childhood, was a dirt eater. After 
she became a Christian, she struggled against the 
temptation as one tries to reform, who has a 
habit of drink or opium. Sometimes she would 
yield, and then would come repentance and a new 
resolution. This awful habit, so common to many 
natives, worked havoc with her body and left her 
a wreck before she reached the age of fifty. Medi­
cine did not help her, though we did all we could. 
A disease in its appearance akin to leprosy finally 
claimed her. 
A short time ago she sent for me to come to 
her and hear something she had to say. I went 
immediately and found her very weak indeed but 
still able to talk. She said "Senhora, I have sent 
for you to come to me that I might leave you my 
testimony. I am very weak and shall not live, and 
I do not want you to be surprised some day soon 
with the news that Joanna has died, and have any 
doubts about my future." Then with all earnest­
ness and sincerity, she told me of her faith in 
Christ as her Savior and her trust of going soon 
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to be with Him. I questioned her closely if she 
had any doubts ( but she said the Lord was with 
her and had cleared away what doubts she had 
had. We talked a bit to the people gathered about, 
prayed with her again, and after she led in prayer, 
asked her to choose a hymn to sing. She began, 
"All my members belong to Jesus who could die 
for such a one as I"—a translation of "My body, 
soul and spirit." We took her hand at parting 
and promised to meet her in heaven, and • four 
days later, Joanna went to be with Jesus. 
These are the lives and testimonies that amid 
all the discouragements, make us feel that the 
work is worth while. 
"ESCAPED FROM HER ENEMIES" 
A most pitiful and yet very interesting thing 
occurred with one of the Quiongua school girls 
recently. She is now but fifteen years old, yet 
some years ago she was promised by her mother 
to a distant relative for his wife. The usual 
money had been paid for her, though she had at 
the time said she did not want to marry the boy. 
She came to the Mission and was here about two 
years, when they came to complete the arrange­
ments and have a formal engagement according 
to native custom. When they wanted her to go 
home for the performance, she very decidedly re­
fused, and through the interference of the mis­
sionaries, the matter was dropped until she was 
older. About two months ago they came for her 
again, saying that the boy and his relatives had 
come, but still she refused to have anything to do 
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with it. Then they wrote a letter asking for her, 
but still she would not go. Recently her mother 
became very ill, and they came for her to go home. 
She thought under the circumstances she ought 
to go, which she did. During the heathen per­
formance of divining which they went through to 
try and secure the recovery of the mother, she 
strongly refused to have any part in it, saying that 
she believed that if they did these things, her 
mother would die. After a few weeks of illness, 
the mother did die, and they mourned the usual 
eight days. At the close of the mourning, without 
giving her any opportunity to return to school as 
she had intended to do, a brother of the mother, 
who had shown himself to be a chosen instrument 
of Satan, delivered her to this boy saying, "Here 
is your bride, take her." She objected, but he 
threatened to beat her. The boy's home was 
fifteen miles away and he said they had better 
start at once, lest she run away. They did not 
even wait for some one to bring her to him to his 
home, as is the custom, but he and his brother 
caught her and started with her. She asked per­
mission to take her hymn book and testament, but 
they refused; however, she got them, by some 
cunning device. She cried and cried, begging 
them to give her time to come and say goodbye to 
me and the girls at the school, but they told her it 
was enough, to come on. It was about noon when 
she and the two men started on the journey of 
fifteen miles. 
The news came to me about three o'clock that 
they had forced her to go, and only one who has 
worked with the little girls in a heathen land and 
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seen them advance from their heathen ideas, and 
grow into real bright Christians as she had done, 
can realize the pang it brought to my heart to 
know that at last she was in the snare of her 
enemies. There seemed to be no hope, and we felt 
she could not possibly get away from two men on 
the road, when she was only a child. 
I was unable to work and sat in my house think­
ing it all over and trying to pray for her; but con­
fess I began to feel that it was almost too late 
even for God to do anything then. While I was 
sitting thus, a heavy storm had come up and the 
rain was pouring outside. I looked out of the 
open door, and who should appear but this girl, 
drenched with the pouring rain. My joy was so 
great that I forgot that she was black and forgot 
she was wet, but caught her in my arms as I would 
have done had she been my own child. I think my 
surprise was something like that of those who 
prayed for Peter's release from prison, and then 
could not believe it was he who spoke to them. She 
had nothing but a hymn book and a testament, 
which were safely wrapped in an old waist and 
panno cloth and carried on her back. These alone 
were dry. 
On questioning her, I learned that they had 
gone about four miles when she got away from 
them and ran with all her might in this pouring 
rain to reach the mission. She said she met but 
one person on the way, and told them to tell no 
one they had passed her. She seemed to feel that 
the Mission was her "House of Refuge" and had 
no further concern after her arrival. Her prayers 
have been very earnest, even for her enemies, and 
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her praises to God for her deliverance would make 
one weep, when it is realized that only the hand 
of God could have saved her. 
Since her return to the Mission we have been 
keeping a very close watch of her, having her 
sleep in our house, lest they steal her away again. 
Early in the morning, before the hour for rising, 
we hear her pouring out her heart to God. 
Such scenes as these make us feel that Missions 
are not in vain. What would have been the lot of 
this poor girl, but for the mission? She is one of 
our brightest prospects, and seems to have a real 
heartfelt experience, having chosen the way of the 
Lord with her whole heart. These black diamonds 
when they are polished, shine brightly for the 
Lord, and I would that our friends in the home­
land would make it possible for more of them to 
be cared for in the Mission. 
"AFRICAN FEAR" 
A native worker was setting up the camp cot 
for the lady missionary who had gone far inland 
to visit his station. The work was just in its be­
ginning, and many of the people had never before 
seen a white woman and of course were greatly 
interested in her and all of her belongings. To 
one man who was watching the process of "bed 
making" with great interest, the native worker 
asked, "How would you like to sleep on a bed like 
this?" "Oh," replied the man, "I would not dare. 
The witches would eat me the first night." "But 
why don't they eat me?" asked the missionary. 
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"THE HINDERING CAUSE" 
Long ago I heard the chorus of a song which I 
think must have originated in the mind of some 
black brother from the Southland, which ran: "O 
move away! 0 move away! The Lord's agoin' 
to move away the hindering cause." 
I have been reminded of this song during the 
present revival meeting among the Songos. Last 
year we came here and God gave us the first real 
converts in Songo land—one hundred of them. But 
there was one village of people near, none of whom 
would yield to the voice of the Spirit because the 
chief-man, a famous witch-doctor, Kuinii by 
name, had gone away from home and left all the 
family idols and the village in general in the care 
of others. They were afraid to give these things 
up and be saved lest he be angry with them when 
he came home. Thus the absent Kuinii was the 
"hindering cause" of that village not seeking the 
Lord. 
We are here again. This time Kuinii is home. 
He came to the first meetings and enjoyed them 
but he put off for himself the day of salvation. 
We asked his wife if she were not going to be a 
Christian and she answered "I want to be, but I 
am waiting for Kuinii." We asked his daughter 
if she didn't want to be saved and she said, "Yes, 
but we will follow the men." It seems useless to 
try to make these women see that at least in the 
matter of their salvation, they should choose for 
themselves. 
So there seemed but one thing left to be done and 
that to besiege the throne until God would "move 
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away the hindering cause." We called the Songo 
Christians together and besought them to put 
themselves to prayer, praying by name for their 
relatives and friends, and especially for Kuinii. 
Conviction soon came in old time power. Sleep 
was taken from their eyes, people began to seek 
the Lord in earnest. One whole night Kuinii 
could not go to sleep at all. He said long before 
daylight, his daughter was up and ready to come 
to the church and urging him, "Let's go! Let's 
go!" 
"When I came out of my house in the morning 
his wife was already at the Mission. I went out 
for a short walk before the early 6 :45 service and 
met Kuinii coming with swift light step toward 
the Mission. I greeted him and said, "So you are 
going to the early morning meeting today?" He 
said, "Yes, and when I come again, I will come 
rejoicing." 
I saw Kuinii had made up his mind. God had 
heard our prayers for him. The "hindering 
cause" was to be moved away. I could hardly 
wait for the service to begin, my heart was sing­
ing so. As soon as the altar call was given, Kuinii 
and his wife and daughter came forward and 
prayed earnestly until God answered to their 
hearts. 
When the people saw that Kuinii, the witch­
doctor, had been saved, and they heard his testi­
mony, they said, "If he has gone why should not 
we all?" In this meeting besides himself and his 
wife, there have been saved of his family a son, 
two daughters, a sister and her husband and 
others from his village. A petit chef came and 
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seven men were needed to bring his idols, fetiches 
and all the appurtenances thereof. 
We had the most unique selection for the public 
burning that I have ever seen and how the people 
did sing "Holy, Holy, Holy" about that pile of 
idols and fetiches! Thank God He can and does 
give answer to our prayer of faith, move away 
the hindering causes and reveal Himself to these 
needy people. 
"BROKEN RESOLUTIONS" 
Did you ever heave a sigh of relief when you 
had finished a certain job and said, "Now, that's 
done this time, but believe me, never again!" ? One 
may be surprised that a missionary should ever 
feel that way over any task, but most of us who 
are still human, sometimes do. I think it is be­
cause we are called upon to do all sorts of things, 
and sometimes that for which we know we are not 
fitted, and yet somebody must do it and we seem 
to be that somebody. 
My call to Africa was to evangelistic work and 
I had no thought of doing anything else when I 
came, but twelve of the best years of my life were 
spent in school work, either raising scholarships 
for and directing the work of fifty or more girls, 
or in teaching in the boys' school. When in 1922 
we were appointed to Malange where there was 
no mission school and where I was at last to be 
free to do the village work for which I had never 
found time, I thought I said a final farewell to 
school teaching which I knew wasn't my job any-
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how. I said it over and over, "Never again! 
Never again!" 
But my resolution was quickly broken when the 
little boys began to come and beg me to have 
school for them. I soon found myself with a 
school of forty-three. Then came our furlough 
and a number of the brightest of these boys were 
placed in a Mission boarding school where they 
could continue to learn. 
On returning to Africa, I had no thought of 
ever again yielding to a call as school teacher, but 
when our church congregations increased and we 
began special children's meetings, there were so 
many bright little boys who wanted to learn to 
read and had no one to teach them, that I got the 
consent of my mind—no, not to have school, but 
just chart classes so that they might learn to read. 
This I did for several months, in fact until the 
camp meeting season began last year. When the 
rains made camp meetings impossible and I was 
again at home, I overcame the suggestion to again 
become a "school marm" by piling the boys into 
the truck and taking them to Quiongua where 
they might have, not only chart classes, but a real 
school. The January-February number of the 
Advocate showed you the first truck load of them 
and others have followed until the entire number 
who have gone from our church in Malange to the 
Quiongua Boys' School, is forty-four. Surely, my 
duty was done; but no, not yet! 
In all our church there is but one woman who 
can read the Bible for herself and she none too 
fluently; but should I have school for them? Would 
middle aged women with the work of a family 
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give time for study and learning? When the sub­
ject was broached to them they were eager and 
after talking it over, agreed to come two hours or 
more in the early morning as that would be the 
best time for study. The class began with twenty-
five, but as it soon appeared that some of them 
were too old to see well and a few just "could 
not" learn, we advised them to quit and put in 
their time raising sweet potatoes instead. How­
ever, eighteen of the more intelligent ones have 
stuck to it and I believe will really learn. They 
come from seven to nine-thirty each morning. Of 
course, it isn't easy, and daily we must pray for an 
extra helping of patience, but when we think how 
pleased we are going to be if eighteen women can 
read the Bible in their own language, we wonder 
if after all, maybe we like to teach school! 
"DOES GOD HONOR FAITH??" 
A short time ago at the beginning of a tent 
meeting, I found myself praying publicly for a 
hundred converts in that meeting. It was not in 
the least a premeditated prayer, for up to that 
time there had not been a hundred people in at­
tendance. No sooner had I uttered the sentence 
than the enemy said to me, "Now that was a great 
blunder! You have been teaching these people 
that God has promised to hear and answer when 
they pray, but will not their faith be hurt when 
they see that you ask what you do not receive?" 
A bit later in the service I called on one of the 
native workers to pray and in his prayer he said, 
"Lord the Senhora has asked for one hundred 
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souls. Do not disappoint her Lord. We know and 
believe that you will do what she has asked. He 
then reminded the Lord of the promise "If two of 
you agree as touching anything that they shall 
ask, it shall be done for them of my Father which 
is in Heaven." He was plainly putting himself as 
the rest of the TWO. Then other workers took it 
up until soon we were all asking for one hundred 
souls in that meeting. The crowds increased, and 
on Friday evening I had counted ninety-five con­
verts. We were still holding on for that hundred. 
I never attended the night service in the village, 
but one night I was awakened with the singing, 
"Give thanks and rejoice" and I knew that some­
one had found the Lord. In the morning I asked 
about the meeting and they said, "Why Senhora, 
five were converted last night." I asked them 
how many were ninety-five and five and when they 
realized that God had answered our prayer, we 
had to stop and sing the doxology. But the Lord 
went on and did the "exceedingly abundantly" for 
he gave us forty-two more converts before the 
meeting closed. 
Does God honor the faith of his children ? I am 
convinced that when we take a promise in the 
Book, meet the conditions ourselves and just 
EXPECT God to do what He promises, He will 
never, never disappoint us. God has NOT 
CHANGED and every promise in the Book is 
OURS if we but make it so. 
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"JUST THREE WEEKS" 
While in the homeland, I have many times been 
asked, "How long does it take for a raw heathen 
man or woman to really repent of his sins and be 
genuinely converted?" My answer has almost 
invariably been, "Well, it is not the work of a 
day, week, or month; but it is 'line upon line and 
precept upon precept' until finally the poor, ig­
norant, darkened minds begin to unfold and they 
can grasp the truths of salvation." 
Such has been my observation; but as I see 
more and more of the workings of God among my 
black brothers and sisters, I am thinking I will 
have something different to say when I am asked 
that question again. I know that I can at least 
make it conditional. 
In the first special revival effort to the Songos 
a few weeks ago at our oldest station which has 
been opened two and a half years, we saw God 
work in a remarkable way. I never saw people 
feel their sins as did those half-clad Songos who 
were pouring out their hearts to God. Nor have 
I seen brighter faces anywhere than of those into 
whose hearts the divine peace had come. 
From our newest station about eighteen miles 
away, there came some twenty who had attended 
the services more or less regularly. Some had 
even given up their fetiches. They said they were 
going to attend the revival meeting so they might 
be saved from their sins. With them came a man 
who had attended the mission services JUST 
THREE WEEKS. He was ill when he left home 
and on the way he said to the others, "If this were 
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any other kind of a journey than a search for sal­
vation, I should not be able to go on, but I will try 
to hold out and reach there for I want to be saved." 
Naturally, walking eighteen miles in the hot sun 
did not improve the man's physical condition any, 
and when he arrived, he was too ill to attend the 
services at all and had to take to his mat. Two 
or three days passed during which time God was 
working. Souls were being brightly converted at 
every service—one, two, three—there was no ser­
vice without someone finding Jesus. Among these 
first converts were some of those from the sick 
man's village and they went back to greet him 
with shining faces and an unquestionable testi­
mony that God had forgiven their sins. The poor 
sick man could stand it no longer. He knelt down 
on the grass mat which was his bed, and prayed. 
"Lord, I came all this distance just because I 
wanted my sins forgiven and now that I am here 
I am too weak to go to the church. Can't you save 
me right here where I am?" One of the native 
evangelists happened to hear him and he hurried 
to him with the good news that one doesn't have 
to be in a church or in any special place to be 
saved but that God can save wherever he finds a 
heart ready to let go of sin and receive Him. The 
sick man confessed his sins and forsook them all 
and asked Jesus to forgive him and come into his 
heart. Then and there it was done. The burden 
of his sins left, and peace came. When we gather­
ed for the evening meeting at five-thirty o'clock, 
had sung a hymn and had prayer, a man wearing 
only a meager loin cloth arose and asked permis­
sion to speak. He told what I have already told 
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you about the sick man and said he had asked God 
to give him strength to come to the church that 
once and tell of the joy in his heart, because 
Jesus had come to him. He stretched out both 
bare arms and looked from one to the other, an-d 
with a smile said, "I feel as if I were all covered 
with blooming flowers! I am so different!" He 
then asked permission to leave as he felt too ill to 
stay longer. 
The next afternoon he grew worse and some 
heathen relatives from a nearby village wanted to 
get a witch-doctor and divine for him, but he 
wouldn't listen to them saying he wanted only to 
be with the Christians from the mission, and 
again he testified to his salvation. In another 
hour he lifted both arms and called out, "Jesus! 
Jesus!" and was gone to be with that One whose 
precious name he heard for the first time only 
THREE WEEKS before! 
I am becoming convinced that there is one Light 
which does not need years to penetrate even the 
blackest darkness; and that there is one love so 
different in quality and quantity from mere 
human affection that it readily appeals, easily 
makes itself understood even to the densest mind 
and is able to draw the hardest sinner to the feet 
of Jesus. No wonder we hear these new-born 
souls saying over and over to themselves, "Henda 
Ie Iuvulu!" (How great is His love!) 
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"THE SPIRIT OF TITHING" 
Tithing as I know it in Angola began back in 
1914. When people had so little to begin with as 
the African Christians, we wondered sometimes 
if it was right to expect them to give anything. 
However, they were in the habit of contributing, 
at least some of them, to a penny collection box 
that was nailed up near the door of the little 
church, but they scarcely ever thought of giving 
more than a penny. 
One Sunday Mr. Wengatz preached on tithing, 
or rather, on the spirit of tithing, for very few of 
our congregation could have counted the tithe even 
of one dollar. We agreed that the following week 
we would bring our tithes to the storehouse, and 
we asked that all copper be exchanged for silver 
and that everybody give the Lord a silver offering. 
During that week we had many applicants for 
work in order that they might have something to 
bring to the Lord. It was a busy but a happy 
week. On Saturday at least part of the wage was 
paid to each one in silver, and in many cases we 
helped them count out what would be the true 
tithe of what they had earned. Many who had 
earned fifty cents or less gave it all. 
On Sunday morning the people from the village 
began bringing their money to be changed into 
silver. One widow brought ten milreis, which was 
then ten dollars, and wanted it changed. Mr. Wen­
gatz told her that the tithe would be one dollar, 
but she joyfully said, "It is all going into the bas­
ket." Then she went on to tell how during the 
night she had been thinking of how much she 
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would give, and the Lord had said, "No you will 
not—you will give * * * * so much," and accord­
ingly she had made a promise to the Lord to do 
as He had told her. 
When we went into the church it was fairly 
humming with joy and expectation, and when we 
took our offering, the people eagerly gave more 
than sixty dollars. For three tithe Sundays this 
same widow brought ten dollars, and then she 
came to me and said, "Now I have done what the 
Lord told me to do. I do not know how much I 
will have to give from now on." But she always 
had something, and it was not copper any more, 
either. 
One of our thirteen-year-old schoolboys wanted 
to give an offering to the Lord but had nothing to 
give. He was fond of hunting and often went out 
with Mr. Wengatz for an hour in the early morn­
ing. This week he asked permission to go each 
day, but he saw nothing. Friday came, and he 
could not see where his Sunday offering was 
coming from. He asked me for the gun again and 
then went to his room and prayed that the Lord 
would help him kill a deer that day. He went out 
believing that it would be so, and he promised the 
Lord an offering of sixty cents should he find a 
deer and kill it. Several times during his hunt he 
knelt down and prayed for direction. Soon he 
saw a deer and fired. He wounded it and fired 
again. It fell, though not dead; but Domingos 
was so sure that the Lord had given him the ani­
mal that he rushed forward, disregarding what a 
fighter a deer is when wounded, caught it by the 
horns and stuck a knife into it. Then he cut off 
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sions in a whole year, and the man who gave it 
is only a probationer! 
A native worker recently sent almost four 
hundred kilos of native flour, worth six American 
dollars, and four head of cattle, which he said 
were his tithes. 
The giving of our native church is yearly in­
creasing. In 1927 we had a large increase over 
former years. Our 1928 conference was held in 
November, and we found that our giving had in­
creased one hundred percent over the previous 
year. Although work is scarce and the wage is 
small, our people have the spirit of tithing, and it 
counts. 
Do you wonder that Angola is seeing revivals 
of real salvation? You will find the answer in 
Mai. 3:10, "Bring ye the whole tithe into the 
storehouse—and prove me now herewith, saith 
Jehovah of hosts, if I will not open you the win­
dows of heaven and pour you out a blessing that 
there shall not be room enough to receive it." 
"THE ANGOLA CONFERENCE" 
The Angola Conference was set for November 
first, but the steamer on which Bishop Johnson 
arrived only reached Loanda on the night of the 
fifth. By a forced drive of about three hundred 
and fifty miles, Bishop was able to reach Quessua, 
the seat of the Conference, on the night of the 
sixth, and we assembled the next morning. 
We have had a good conference. There has 
been a marked advance in all our work. We have 
had over two thousand converts during the year. 
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We note a 400% increase over last year in our 
list of probationers and a 100% increase among 
the full membership. Our average Sunday School 
attendance has an increase of nearly three thous­
and members. The giving of the people for the 
support of the work has far outdone that of other 
years. 
We quote from the report of our committee on 
the State of the Church : 
"As this year we compare the state of the 
church with that of former years, we feel that we 
have much reason to 'thank God and take 
courage'." 
There is a growing efficiency among our native 
leaders. This year much of the work in the ex­
tensive evangelistic campaign has been committed 
to our native evangelists, and the way in which 
they have taken the responsibility has delighted 
our hearts. They have a burden of prayer for 
their fellow men and seem to have given them­
selves unreservedly to the work of bringing the 
Light into the dark corners. 
Through the year more than two thousand peo­
ple have for the first time felt their sins forgiven, 
more than half of whom have been received into 
the church on probation; but a large number must 
still be taught and helped in the Christian way be­
fore they will be real additions to the Church 
family. Among these are a host of children who 
should be given special care when it is remem­
bered that they are the church of the future. 
The African woman, so long down trodden, is 
coming to her own as a Christian. The wives of 
some of our native workers are feeling the respon-
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sibility together with their husbands and are be­
coming real efficient leaders among the women. 
Others of our Christian women have been valu­
able helpers in the prayer circle which has accom­
panied each evangelistic effort. 
Our church is poor to be sure, but despite her 
poverty, she is beginning to take some responsi­
bility for the support of the work. Considerable 
advance has been made in that direction the past 
year, and we believe that our native church can, 
within a few years, be educated into taking its 
full share of responsibility along this line. 
The outlook for the future was never brighter. 
Our native church is a spiritual church, a conse­
crated church, a praying church, and as such, she 
cannot fail in her mission. 
"BACK TO PENTECOST" 
Our attention has been attracted in the last few 
months by articles in some of our church papers 
urging the great Methodist Church to seek the 
Pentecostal power with which she was so wonder­
fully clothed in the early days. Again, a letter 
recently received from a friend said she was at­
tending now a church of a different denomination 
and added, "It is like the Methodist Church used 
to be." Why must things really spiritual in the 
Methodist Church have to be spoken of in the past 
tense? Has she so completely lost her hold on 
God that she can no longer claim the wonderful 
promises in the Book? 
It is true that times have changed. It is true 
that people have changed. But it is also true that 
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God has not changed. Never have we been so sure 
as in the last fourteen months that God stands 
ready to give the old time power to all who will 
meet the conditions of consecration and faith. 
During the months from May to September of 
1926 we held five tent meetings where many na­
tives came and lived in grass "tents" for ten days, 
while they made it their first business to seek sal­
vation. In these some fifty days of special evan­
gelistic effort, over eight hundred souls were defi­
nitely converted to God — not eight hundred 
heathen surrendered their fetiches, but that num­
ber of people, many of them already church mem­
bers, confessed and repented of their sins and by 
faith in the blood of Jesus were made new 
creatures in Him. 
While we for many years have enjoyed the sec­
ond grace, the personal pentecost, the baptism of 
the Holy Spirit, or sanctifying grace, or whatever 
it may please our readers to call it, we were not 
swift to expect our native brethren and sisters to 
enjoy a like grace. We have always preached 
this pentecostal power but we have not always 
"expected" our people to receive it. But we have 
found that while we doubted their ability to really 
understand what full consecration to God meant, 
God has found them free from any prejudice or 
teaching that hinders full and complete surrender 
to Him in much less time than it takes us to make 
a like transaction. Last year our faith began to 
take hold for our black believers and God answer­
ed according to our faith. Some two hundred or 
more entered that second rest and most of them 
have remained shining lights throughout the year. 
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This year we began with more faith and again 
God has worked accordingly. Four tent meetings 
have been held up to the present date, and God 
has wonderfully worked at each place. We have 
seen people seized with such awful conviction that 
they could neither eat nor sleep. In one meeting 
they prayed all night long and from 6 A. M. till 3 
A. M., fifty-five persons found the Lord. Our con­
secration services have been times of quiet wait­
ing for the baptism of the Spirit. We exclude those 
who are unsaved and we wait with one accord for 
the Spirit to come upon us. Some of these ser­
vices have been wonderful outpourings. Once in 
the last meeting, seventy-one presented them­
selves as seekers. They had prepared their hearts 
by fasting and prayer and they came expectantly. 
In less than an hour, fifty-four of them were 
shouting and shining. The other seventeen came 
through in a later meeting. In such meetings as 
these, three hundred sixty-nine believers have 
definitely received the Holy Ghost baptism. Four 
hundred sixty have been converted in the four 
tent meetings, and twenty-five backsliders re­
claimed. 
We are convinced that God has not changed, 
and that all He wants is people to pray and be­
lieve Him and the old time power will be assured. 
"WILL THEY RECANT?" 
David, one of our most promising evangelists in 
the far interior, was on his wheel, riding at full 
speed with an important message for the mission­
ary, when he was held up by a white priest who 
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asked him, "Do you know who I am?" David re­
plied that he knew he was a priest. 
"I came up here," he said, "to put a church in 
this locality and we have much money coming 
soon with which we are going to put new churches 
everywhere and we want you evanglists to leave 
your church and come to ours. We will pay you 
more than you now receive, no matter how much 
it is." 
David replied that he was not evangelizing for 
money so that would be of no consideration. 
Then the priest took out his tobacco and asked, 
"Do you use tobacco?" David replied in the nega­
tive, whereupon the priest continued: 
"If you come to us, you can use tobacco. Where 
does the Bible forbid it?" David told him politely 
that tobacco was a very unimportant matter and 
that while the Bible did not forbid it as far as he 
knew, he did not care to use it, especially since he 
had become a Christian. 
"How many wives have you?" asked the priest. 
"Only one," replied David. 
"If you come to us you can have as many wives 
as you choose. Didn't David and Solomon have 
many wives and would they have done it had it 
been sin?" 
David wisely answered, "Senhor Padre, it is 
not a question of how many wives David or Sol­
omon had. What I remember is this—When God 
made Adam, He gave him only one wife and it 
would have been just as easy to give him several 
if that had been his plan and the example he 
wanted to give us." 
"But if you come to us you might have a store, 
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use tobacco, have as many wives as you want, do 
anything you like—just so you belong to our 
church. You natives are Portuguese citizens, and 
our religion is Catholic. You should not follow 
the religion of strangers." 
"Yes, we are Portuguese citizens, it is true. We 
pay our taxes, keep the laws of the government 
and teach others to do so. But as Portuguese 
citizens we have a law that entitles us to worship 
God in any way we choose. I choose to worship 
Him in Spirit and in truth and I have found the 
way. I have no desire to change my religion so it 
will be no use to try to persuade me." 
Then the priest began to threaten him: "If you 
join us, all will be well with you. If not, I warn 
you, you will be persecuted, all of you. I am going 
to have all of you called and give you a chance to 
join us, and if you will not, there is trouble and 
persecutions ahead. Are you not afraid of me, a 
priest, who speaks with power behind me? How 
can you lightly refuse my offer, and not even say 
you will think it over ? What is your name?" On 
being told, he said, "The persecution will begin 
with you. You will be the first to suffer! You 
will not even consider what I have said? You 
will suffer! Go and tell your teachers I said so." 
Then the priest stepped aside and speaking to 
native chiefs and others whom he had previously 
called to talk over the plans for his proposed mis­
sion in their midst, he said, "We are going to open 
a mission here but our teaching will not be like 
the preaching of that man (pointing to David). 
You can come to us and still keep your tobacco, 
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have your wives and your sins. You don't need 
to give them up." Of course, he received a hearty 
response from the heathen assembled. 
At this juncture, a white man who overheard 
the conversation between David and the priest, 
called David aside and counseled him: 
"Tell him you will think it over. You had better 
listen to him; he will cause you to suffer. Will 
you not join him?" 
The answer came promptly, "No, I will not even 
consider it." 
"You are a big fool," said the other. "Be gone!" 
—and David mounted his wheel and continued on 
his journey toward the missionary, now with a 
new message to deliver. 
One day in a sermon, David was telling about 
the prayer of a heathen woman from the Songo 
tribe to whom the Gospel has so recently been 
sent. One evening he had heard her praying 
alone in her hut and saying, "Lord, if I continue 
my idols and my sins, I'll be lost, lost forever." 
The next day, Sunday, she had, before a large 
crowd, brought and delivered all her fetiches and 
amid her tears had prayed, "Lord, we did all this 
because we didn't know any better." 
Here the voice of the big strong man broke, and 
with tears in his eyes he added, "I could only 
think of my wasted years! Why had I been so 
slow? There are many more who could have 
heard and been saved had I only gone sooner into 
the Lord's vineyard. Oh, these wasted years!" 
There may be those who will read these lines to 
whom God has spoken, "Go, Send, Give"—and as 
yet you have not heeded the voice of prompting. 
IN JESUS' NAME 53 
If you are slow in obedience, souls will be perish­
ing in the meantime—souls whom you or your 
gifts might have brought to Jesus. 
This year on the Malange District alone, ten 
native workers and teachers have had to be drop­
ped althogether; nineteen have had their pay re­
duced until some are to receive as low as two dol­
lars a month. Does this mean anything to you? 
(David has been the means of bringing thous­
ands of souls to Christ.) 
"WHEN THE OFFICIAL BOARD MEETS" 
The Committee on Church relations consisting 
of nine members, one or two from each village 
from which our church people come, met with the 
missionary on Wednesday afternoon to consider 
for baptism and full membership the names of 
one hundred probationers. The names were read 
one by one and the committee, or especially that 
one who was neighbor to the one named, was 
asked to present any objections to the party be­
coming a member in the church. Some of the ob­
jections are here noted for the edification of pas­
tors and official boards at home: 
"I have this against her that she worked one 
day on Sunday." 
"He doesn't get on well with his wife." 
"She attended a dance recently; let her wait." 
"She does not attend prayer meeting which 
shows she isn't ready." 
"There has not been anyone to watch him close­
ly and we're not sure. Let him wait a while." 
"She does not readily obey her mother and we 
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will leave her on probation a while longer." 
"His wife has left the way. Let us wait and 
see if he will follow her or follow the Lord." 
"He walks well and wants to live right, but he 
still gets angry." 
"She has a habit of speaking very quickly." 
Out of the one hundred names, they chose but 
thirty-three who in their judgment were ready to 
be taken into church fellowship and receive Chris­
tian baptism; but mind you, with only two names 
were there any charges more serious than the ones 
noted above. 
Our church may not be wholly clean, but you 
will agree with me that it is not the fault of the 
community. Anyone who gets past their sifting 
is pretty likely to be whole wheat. 
"THE TAYLOR BIBLE SCHOOL" 
In the year 1928, Mrs. Wengaitz found it lying 
on her heart to start a Bible training school for 
native workers. 
The missionaries in Angola had often proved 
and demonstrated that God's promises to supply 
the needs of His people, had not failed. But with 
funds from the Board decreasing from year to 
year, how could they ask for money for a build­
ing for this needed work? 
One by one the native workers repeatedly came 
to the different missionaries, begging for more 
Bible study. Gladly would they come to the mis­
sionaries' homes after a full day's work that they 
might be taught for a few hours each week. So 
much did they appreciate the benefit of this bit of 
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help, that they began to pray earnestly that a real 
school for Bible study might be provided. Could 
such petitions fail to reach the Father's ear? 
Early in the year of 1928, a sister of Mrs. Wen-
gatz sent her a personal gift, which she felt could 
not be put to better use than to start the fund for 
this much needed building. Other missionaries 
saw God's hand in it and gladly contributed from 
their own salaries the amount necessary for a 
suitable four-room building in Quessua, their cen­
tral station. 
All hands eagerly set to work to get the building 
up during the short dry season. Mrs. Wengatz 
oversaw the making of the brick and bossed the 
mason work. Some others of the lady mission­
aries gave their time to personally overseeing one 
hundred and fifty workmen. Others relieved the 
men missionaries of their tasks that they might 
give their time to that part of the work which 
could not be done by natives or ladies. The Ques­
sua school boys gladly helped, free of charge. 
The twenty-five or thirty Christian masons and 
carpenters employed, caught the spirit until it 
was really fun to watch the building go up, with 
such speed as is rarely seen in Africa. Speed, as 
everyone knows, is not an outstanding African 
trait. They were racing against time to get the 
adobe walls under cover before the rains came in 
October, and the whole scene was one of beehive 
activity. Few shirked, and all seemed to enjoy 
the race. Of course, they made it with such co­
operation. Even the first rains came to their as­
sistance by holding off ten days later than usual. 
When they finally came, every tile was in place 
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and they listened to the merry patter, exclaiming, 
"Let it rain now. The Bible School is under 
cover." 
It was a great day for those who had thus 
labored, and prayed and paid, when twelve native 
workers gathered joyfully for the opening term 
in December. After they had helped the mission­
aries put the last touches on the rooms, a season 
of prayer was proposed. As man after man 
poured out his soul in thankfulness to the Lord 
for this new token of His care for them, His pres­
ence was unusually real and precious, and all 
hearts were graciously blessed and their faith 
strengthened. As one said, "Lord, it seems too 
good to be true! How long we have prayed for a 
place to know more about thy Word and now be­
fore we realize it, here it is." Their feeling that 
the school was the answer to their prayer gave 
them a reverent attitude toward it all, and their 
eagerness to make the very most of everything 
made it a great pleasure to teach them. 
None of the missionaries had time to give to the 
work of teaching; but people who already have 
more than they can do can always manage for one 
more thing, providing it is important enough. 
Four classes a day were taught by the various 
missionaries; some giving an hour a day—others 
an hour a week. Mrs. Wengatz taught several 
classes in it herself and was appointed Dean of 
the Bible school by the Bishop, which position she 
held until her home-going. This is called the Tay­
lor University Memorial Bible School. This is one 
unit of the Taylor Memorial Institute, comprised 
of a hospital and wards, industrial departments, 
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agriculture department, boys' elementary school 
department, girls' elementary school department, 
normal department, and religiuos education de­
partment. 
"A BELATED HONEYMOON TRIP" 
J. C. W. 
It is customary among the missionaries of the 
tropics to take a vacation of a short period each 
year. Mrs. Wengatz had never asked for her va­
cation. She would rather spend the time in prayer 
and seeking souls. In the summer of 1929 an op­
portunity came for us to visit our colleagues in 
the Belgian Congo who were then in conference 
session. When she was married, she went from 
her home straight to the parsonage, without the 
customary honeymoon. Now she said, "We will 
go up into the Belgian Congo on that long trip 
and have our first honeymoon in twenty years of 
married life." It turned out to be a real honey­
moon, such as no young bride and groom ever had. 
Upon reaching our friends in the Congo after 
many days of plowing through the sand, wading 
streams, breaking down brush, sleeping out in the 
open, combating wild beasts and man, it was de­
cided that we should not return to our work in 
Angola without a prolonged vacation. The Bishop 
insisted that our physical condition demanded a 
greater rest than these few days, and ordered us 
on to Capetown where we might have a real 
change of climate. Mrs. Wengatz did not want 
to come back to the States, even though her fur­
lough was due then. She wanted to remain as 
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many years as possible in the work there, and so 
was glad for a chance to refresh herself in order 
that she might go on. 
There is no doubt but that this furlough was 
ordered of God. It turned out to be more of a 
honeymoon than we had at first anticipated, al­
though we had never been separated from each 
other through the twenty years of married life. 
Now we found ourselves growing closer to each 
other than we had ever thought possible. We 
loved each other as we had not loved each other 
before. She grew positively beautiful to me. I 
often found myself just sitting and looking at 
her. I wondered what it all meant. I could not 
understand it then. 
For the last six months or more of her life, I 
noticed that she was spending much more time in 
reading her Bible and in prayer. I noticed that 
she was throwing herself more seriously into 
every line of Christian work. It looked as if she 
were doing all she could to speed up her work. 
After our long trip of nearly six thousand miles 
to Capetown and back, she was unusually happy to 
get back into her own home. In our absence the 
rains had begun and her many flowers had sprung 
up and were blooming. She loved her home and 
kept it beautified with the great variety of flowers 
that she had growing in the mission compound. 
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"THE CLOSING DAYS" 
J. C. W. 
We arrived at our home on the 25th day of Octo­
ber. On the morning of the eleventh day of De­
cember, she was among her roses, with a pair of 
shears in one hand, and a bunch of roses in the 
other—roses that she had been clipping for the 
vases in the house. It was time for her morning 
prayer meeting with the women, and at one gate, 
about one hundred and twenty native women were 
entering the compound for morning prayers. At 
the other gate a dog was entering. She saw him 
walking over the tiny plants that she had just 
put out the day before. She raised her arm to 
frighten him back out of the gate so he would not 
tread on the flowers. At that, he sprang for her. 
She instinctively threw up her right arm to pro­
tect her face from him, but he seized her by the 
arm in mid-air and the impact threw her back­
ward amid the rose bushes. Nine teeth sank 
deeply into the flesh of her right forearm. 
She was frightened and screamed to the natives 
for help. It was then that the natives saw that 
the dog was rabid. Although the women were 
afraid of the dog, they managed to scare him out 
of the compound. I happened to be in the dispen­
sary at the other side of the compound at that 
time, and hearing the screams, ran around the 
house to see what it meant. I met the dog on the 
way, and as I reached the corner of the house, I 
saw what had happened. It all dawned upon me at 
once, clearly. Horror struck my heart. She also, 
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knew what it meant. The natives stood aghast. 
They could not speak. 
The government hospital was nearby, so we 
took her there at once to see what could be done, 
but an exterior dressing was all that they could at­
tempt. We hurried to another mission station 
nearby to consult our own mission doctor. He 
also, was helpless, since rabies required a fresh 
serum, which he did not have. The question at 
once arose, "Can we get to where serum is to be 
found?" Upon inquiry, we found that the boat 
going north had just left and the one going south 
had also passed. There was no place that we 
could reach by sea. We thought it might be pos­
sible to find the serum in the Belgian Congo, but 
upon investigation, found that the heavy rains had 
completely washed out the road and made traffic 
impossible in that direction. We could not get out 
of the province. 
The only thing that we could think of was to 
try to get the serum into the province from some 
foreign country. From Lisbon, a boat would be 
starting in our direction in two days, so we cabled 
to a friend to dispatch a shipment of serum on 
that boat. Although it would take seventeen or 
eighteen days to reach us, it was the best thing 
we could think of to do. A German boat would 
be leaving the same port two days later. We or­
dered another shipment to be sent by the German 
boat. 
We sent a wireless to the Belgian Congo to send 
the serum to us in any way that they could find 
from that end of the line, but to get it to us at 
once at any cost. We sent another cablegram to 
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Capetown to Bishop Johnson, asking him to spare 
no pains or expense in getting the serum to us, 
even though it be by airplane. 
Our friends in the Belgian Congo purchased the 
serum and started it on by mail down the river 
and around the coast. The package disappeared 
in the mail, went as far as the port, and after three 
weeks was returned to the sender, with a notice 
that the postage was insufficient. The serum or­
dered by the German boat never arrived at all. 
The package coming by the Portuguese steamer 
went straight to the local government, and we 
never heard of it again. The cable to Capetown 
found the Bishop away from home. Mrs. John­
son received the cable and started action at once. 
She inquired of the authorities if the serum was 
to be had. They said it was not—-that no such 
disease was known in Capetown. They suggested, 
however, that the serum could be found at Johan­
nesburg. The Bishop was on the train somewhere 
up in the interior at that very time, headed for 
Johannesburg. Mrs. Johnson sent the message to 
him on the train. From there, he relayed it to 
Johannesburg and ordered the serum sent to him 
at Bulewayo. He reached Bulewayo and waited 
for the serum to meet him there. It did not come. 
He telegraphed back to the makers and they in­
formed him that it had been sent some days be­
fore and must be in the mails. Search after 
search was made through the mails at both ends 
of the line, and something there happened that 
never had been known before in the British mails! 
That precious package of medicine had been lost! 
The government officials simply grew frantic at 
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knowing what was at stake. The Bishop proved 
himself a real man at every action. Nothing was 
spared or avoided in search of that package and 
only after four days was it located. 
Now the question came, "Who will take it?"— 
and after much searching and bribing, a young 
British lieutenant said that for three hundred 
pounds, he would take the risk—and a risk it was! 
All that he knew of the place was its general 
direction. There were two-thousand miles of un­
charted swamp and jungle to be crossed, by night 
and by day. The money was pledged and the young 
lieutenant, with the case of medicine took to the 
air. He was followed by many prayers, and many 
anxious hearts at the other end of the line were 
waiting for his arrival. 
Days passed, and nothing was heard of him. A 
telegram came through, saying that he had left 
with the medicine on a certain date, but our own 
hearts and those of our friends swelled to almost 
the breaking point, when, day after day, no word 
came from him. We knew the poison of the 
rabies was working in the system. 
On the thirteenth day after she was bitten, we 
heard that the airplane had been seen in the far 
south. Government officials everywhere were on 
the watch. Wires and radio were tingling with 
questions and answers about the plane. All the 
military officials of the province were on watch. 
Everyone was anxious for the man to arrive 
speedily. Upon arriving at Loanda, the lieutenant 
thought he must report to the government offi­
cials, as he was now under another flag. There 
he was informed that he could not land at Ma-
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lange, where we lived, although a large landing 
field had been prepared by the government, and 
they had been informed of it at the coast. Even 
after much parleying, he was not allowed to take 
off at Loanda. Our missionary at the coast, grow­
ing desperate over the delay, rented a special rail­
road engine from the government, to bring the 
medicine on to us by rail. Trains were set aside— 
all tracks were cleared—that this engine with the 
medicine and its spark of hope might speed on its 
way. 
Upon inquiry as to why the long delay in reach­
ing us, the flier said that at the end of the first 
day he made a forced landing, but repaired his 
troubles and went on. Sometime during the sec­
ond day, in the midst of wilderness where no 
white man had ever been, he was again forced to 
the ground. The susperstitious natives of that 
country, seeing the huge machine circling in the 
air above them, were frightened. When they saw 
that it was going to land, they left everything and 
fled from the country. Fortunately, the flyer 
found a place large enough to land without serious 
damage to his machine, but immediately saw that 
he could not take off from that place. Everything 
about him was swamp and forest. What could he 
do? His machine could not be taxied around 
through the trees. They were too thick. He re­
paired his troubles and went in search for natives. 
Village after village had been deserted. Knowing 
all the time that there was a life at stake at the 
end of his journey, he felt that he must hasten. 
After walking many miles, he found the 
natives; but then, to his surprise, he could not talk 
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to them, and they could not understand him. He 
was at sea; but after many gestures and many 
bribes, they followed him. They had been thor­
oughly frightened, but as he was a white man and 
very kind, they thought it safe for a large group 
of them to go with him. Upon reaching his ma­
chine, he found it was necessary to dismount it 
entirely, and, in order to find a place to take off, 
they had to carry the machine, piece by piece, for 
a distance of sixteen miles. 
(Ons Vaderland, one of the Dutch newspapers 
of South Africa, in a leading article entitled 
"Romance is Not Dead," commented on the flight 
as follows: "Many are the tales of dog teams that 
have set out across Arctic wastes to carry succor 
to lonely dwellers in the snowlands who through 
vagaries of the weather have been cut off from 
their supply bases. Now comes the amazing South 
African adventurer in the form of Lieutenant 
King of Johannesburg, who is at the moment at­
tempting to carry serum to a woman missionary 
worker in Malange, in the north of Angola, who 
has been bitten by a mad dog and threatens to 
develop rabies. 
"Truly romance is not dead, and peace hath her 
victories no less renowned than war. That this 
romantic trip over two thousand miles of African 
bush and wilderness will be successful is the 
prayer of every South African. The attempt is 
all the more wonderful for the fact that this young 
South African is flying over ground that has as 
yet not been mapped out, and in an aeroplane that 
is not by any means the most suitable for his 
purpose.") 
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So, when the medicine finally reached us, the 
poison had already been working in the system 
for thirteen days. In order for the medicine to 
be effective, it must be in the system within six 
days after the bite. The last injection was taken 
on New Year's Day. The sores in her arm soon 
healed up. However, that did not mean that she 
was recovering, for the poison was underneath. 
Thousands of natives over the country sent us 
word that they would stay on their knees until 
God answered. There was much weeping, pray­
ing and fasting among our native workers. They 
too, knew the danger that was ahead. 
The end of the Old Year was approaching. 
Mrs. Wengatz asked that she might conduct the 
usual Watch Night service among the mission­
aries. It was in our own home that the mission­
aries met. She asked to have it there. Such a 
Watch Night, with the presence and the hush of 
God upon us, we had never witnessed before! She 
was happy and cheerful throughout it all. From 
the time she was bitten, she never experienced a 
sad or depressed moment. Her Scripture lesson 
was well selected for the occasion. The songs she 
had chosen from the Methodist Hymnal included, 
"Peace, Perfect Peace." "Thy Way, Not Mine," 
"My Jesus, As Thou Wilt," and others. 
She seemed very well and strong durintr all that 
time. She suffered no pain whatever. She went 
on with her work as if nothing had happened, 
singing, smiling, working from morning till night. 
However, I could see that she was climbing on 
higher plains. She was not interested in many 
things in which she had been interested before. 
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There were certain things that we used to enjoy 
together that she did not care for now. It was 
easy to be seen that her communion was in 
Heaven. Exactly four weeks from the day she was 
bitten she came to me in the work shop, saying 
that her arm was aching. I though perhaps she 
had been exerting it, but found that her exercise 
had been very slight. I was called to the dispen­
sary for the moment, and while preparing some 
medicine, she stood in the door waiting for me, 
and as if unconscious of my presence, had her 
back turned toward me, looking out into the sky, 
and I heard her singing in low tones the song, 
"Face to Face." Again the arrow shot through 
my soul. She did not know that I was hearing it, 
the full meaning of which I was only to learn 
later. 
During those last four weeks her work seems 
to have closed up. She had founded the Taylor 
Bible School at Quessua. It had just recently 
been completed and she was very proud of it. She 
christened it the Taylor Bible School in honor of 
Taylor University. She had just finished the life 
of Christ with her class of men; she had just 
finished the life of Paul with a class of women; 
she had just finished teaching "Pilgrim's Prog­
ress" to a class of women. I remember clearly 
when they came from the church that morning, 
filled with joy, saying they had seen Christian 
land on the other side of the river. We were, at 
the time, building a new church in Malange and 
our money was insufficient. Upon returning from 
Capetown she asked that she might take upon 
herself the raising of the remainder of the money 
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that was needed for the church. During these last 
days she came to me smiling, announcing that the 
last dollar for the church had been pledged- She 
had j ust gone through her whole house, and had it 
cleaned from top to bottom, and everything set in 
order. Laughingly she said to me that she guessed 
this was the first time she had had everything 
clean and in order at the same time, since she 
came to Africa. Her station books and accounts 
had just been returned from the auditor, marked 
0. K. Her correspondence with the homeland had 
been cleared; her table was cleared. 
Exactly four weeks had passed since the bite, 
when she was forced to the bed because of extreme 
pain. She loved her work and wanted to continue 
it. God had planned otherwise. Her work was 
done. Neuritis soon set in. Her suffering was 
intense. I did not know that a human being 
could suffer as she did, and live; yet in it all, she 
was triumphant and happy. The Grace of God 
was sufficient. 
Soon we saw her shrink from food and drink. 
This, again, was like a death sentence to our 
hearts. Miss Cross and Mrs. Edling were con­
stantly at her side from that day on. Mrs. Edling 
is our trained nurse, and is a very lovable char­
acter. Mrs. Wengatz loved her. 
Her last day of life on the earth was one that 
no living tongue can tell or describe. Her pain 
and suffering, as well as her prayer and shouts 
of victory, repeatedly brought us all to our knees. 
Four doctors at one time, late in the day, stood at 
the bedside and marvelled and exclaimed that they 
had never heard of such a case. Rabies is very 
68 IN JESUS' NAME 
common, but for a person to remain sane and 
calm to the very last moment was something en­
tirely unheard of. She had always said that she 
was going to ask the Lord that she might, when­
ever the time came, leave this world fully con­
scious. She had asked me that if she went first, 
I would never let anyone drug her. She was 
willing to suffer anything, but she wanted to go, 
fully conscious, and even now she repeatedly said 
that she wanted to go like a Christian . Only a 
few hours before she went home, she was heard 
trying to sing "My Anchor Holds." Her counsel 
and advice to the other missionaries was mar­
velous to the very end. She spoke often of the 
native people in whom she was so deeply inter­
ested. Her last thoughts seemed to be for others, 
not for herself. Even when her voice fell to a 
faint whisper, she was heard praying for the one 
who had been dearest to her in this life. She kept 
whispering about how great and how wonderful 
God was, when apparently she was unconscious 
of her surroundings and was alone with God. She 
was often heard praising Him for His greatness 
and for His wonderful salvation. She talked about 
His saving and His keeping power; and finally, we 
wondered if she were living at all; her eyes were 
closed and her body limp, and for some time she 
lay as if dead. Then suddenly she gathered her­
self and called back, and as if she were crossing 
the River, said, "It holds, the anchor holds." 
Early in the morning of the sixteenth of Janu­
ary, she went Home. To me, she is not dead, but 
a thousand times more alive than she ever was. 
Her shouts of praise and triumphant going, con-
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tinue to ring in my ears. The work of the salvation 
of the natives, in whom she was so much inter­
ested, seems to be going with leaps and bounds. 
I often ask the natives what it all means and how 
they explain it.The simple answer that I always 
get is "Our White Mother is back with us." 
"THE LAST ENEMY TO BE CONQUERED IS 
DEATH" 
Extracts from letters written to homeland friends 
by Cilicia L. Cross, Angola. 
"The last enemy to be conquered is death." 
Dear Susan repeated these words many times the 
last two days she was with us, and she conquered 
death triumphantly, gloriously. She was more 
than conqueror in the name of Jesus. Such an 
abundant entrance as was hers! If only I could 
be with you for a few hours to tell you of the vic­
tories of her last two days, it would, I am sure, 
take away some of the pain of your great loss. 
My own loss is over-whelming, for no one ever 
loved me as she did, and I cannot yet contemplate 
what life is going to be without her to share every 
burden and every victory of mine. But dear 
friends, my own life will always be richer and 
fuller because of the proof she gave us of the 
reality of our SALVATION in Christ Jesus dur­
ing the terrible agonies and horrors of this un­
speakable disease. 
Both natives and missionaries felt that our hope 
was in God, and I wonder if any one person any­
where ever had so much prayer going up for 
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weeks as she did for her. She was so beloved by 
our native Christians that the Churches just gave 
themselves to that one task while she was in dan­
ger. Our Christians know how to pray the be­
lieving prayer that brings the answer, and so we 
must believe that her work was finished and that 
the Lord had need of her elsewhere, although we 
cannot yet see how Angola is going to get along 
without her. Her own mind was kept in such 
peace all through. On the day she was bitten 
when we discussed her trying to get to Europe 
for help, she insisted that she stay and await de­
velopments, for she said1 she was sure that nothing 
could come into her life that God did not permit 
and that accidents do not happen to those who are 
wholly the Lord's. In her praying, she always 
reminded the Lord that He was able to keep her 
from any evil results if it was His will, but if not, 
then she chose only His will. We all felt so sure 
that she would be spared to us, and she often 
begged us not to be so certain for fear that our 
faith would receive a shock if this proved to be 
God's time for her. She was so completely in His 
hands always, that her last days were a blessing 
to everyone. Even after she realized that she had 
the disease, she was still victorious. I was with 
her from the first and shall never be the same 
again, after having shared those precious upper 
room scenes. The Everlasting arms that she had 
trusted so long supported her marvelously during 
the five days of awful agony such as I hope never 
to witness again in a human being. How many 
times she said, "the last enemy to be conquered is 
death." Could any death be more terrible than 
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one by hydrophobia, and yet she conquered it 
gloriously and triumphed till an abundant en­
trance was granted her. Almost every breath 
during the last two days, was prayer. Hundreds 
of times she repeated, "In Jesus' Name I will con­
quer. In Jesus' Name I will keep my right mind 
until the last, and I will die, not raving mad, but 
as a Christian." And in Jesus' name she did keep 
her right mind until the last, and she did die as a 
Christian. The last few hours were wonderful. 
She often spoke of how little she had suffered 
in the way of sickness during her life, and said 
that if she had to suffer now, it was no more than 
her share. The rest of us truly believed that she 
was to be spared to us. It could not be that her 
work in Angola was done. Native Christians 
everywhere were praying and believing for her 
recovery. People in Capetown and other parts of 
Africa were praying and all who knew about it in 
America were praying. 
The unmistakable symptoms of the dreaded dis­
ease appeared first on Monday evening, January 
thirteenth. The next afternoon she seemed to be 
slipping and we got hold of the Lord for her and 
from that hour on, His power in upholding her 
went beyond anything I had ever dreamed pos­
sible. Sometimes His presence seemed almost 
visible, and she talked to Him just as intimately 
as she did to one of us. Every little while she 
would ask us each in turn, "Is the promise true? 
Does your faith hold?" When we assured her it 
did, she seemed to lean a little harder on the Ever­
lasting arms. From that time on, she was so en­
tirely in His hands that she began to conquer the 
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physical fears of the disease. She had not been 
able to have anyone else in the room, but now she 
told us to call everyone who was in the house, and 
she shouted, and praised the Lord to all of them. 
I will not distress you with all the horrors that are 
part of the disease, but she conquered them one 
by one until she came to the most terrible one, the 
name of which she could not even speak—water. 
But she finally got the name out and said, "In 
Jesus' name I will drink it." Oh, the power of 
God as we saw it manifested in her overcoming 
this fear of water! Has it ever been known in 
the history of the world that a rabies patient 
could even see water to say nothing of washing in 
it and drinking it as she did ? I doubt it. It was 
so precious I must give you the details of that par­
ticular victory. She just talked to Jesus, "Can I 
do it Lord ? In your name can I ? He says, 'Bring 
the water'." We brought it, but kept it out of 
sight. "Now Lord, in your name, strength to look 
at it." In His name, she looked and conquered. 
Then in the same way, just talking to Him as she 
did to us, she finally got it into her hand and later 
poured some on her hand. "Oh," she said, "if I 
could only drink some of that pure cold water!" 
We prayed that she might, and Jesus answered. 
It was a miracle. Such things are a physical im­
possibility. But oh, the presence of the Lord in 
those hours! About eleven o'clock on Wednesday 
morning, she did drink that glass of pure cold 
water for which her body was famishing. Vic­
tory, what a victory! Then she said, "Now I can 
rest in Jesus' Name." After an hour of quiet rest, 
she asked Mr. Wengatz what time it was. He re-
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plied that it was just noon. With a look of rap­
ture, not of this earth, she almost leaped from 
her bed, "It's High Noon for me, and I see the 
Sun and Moon and the Stars. Kiss me, John. I'll 
see you in the morning. We knew then that the 
healing was for the conquering of the disease and 
not for her to stay with us as we had supposed. 
But she lingered. Her work was not quite finished 
yet. She had often talked to one of the mission­
aries, of whom she was very fond, about the sec­
ond work of grace in her heart. She felt that the 
Lord wanted her to press the matter once more, 
and there, on the brink of the River, too weak to 
do much of the talking herself, she opened the sub­
ject and had us explain the way, and got the mis­
sionary's promise to make her consecration, and 
not to stop until she knew that the work was done. 
(This missionary has, since Mrs. Wengatz' death, 
received the fullness of the Holy Spirit. S. L. M.) 
At seven o'clock that evening, she told us that 
the Lord had kept His promise and she was to die 
like a Christian, and not mad; and that "He has 
kept me so that I have never looked at my precious 
husband with mad eyes." From that time until 
nine o'clock she was more in Heaven than on 
earth. "I hear the music of Heaven, I see Jesus; 
my anchor holds. Does yours? Your faith is going 
to be tested. Will it hold when the test comes? 
And you will not fail me? I'll see you in the morn­
ing. Now I'm going to sleep in Jesus' Name." 
Once she seemed to be drifting off, and then she 
opened her eyes and whispered the chorus of "We 
have an anchor that keeps the soul." During the 
night she was semi-conscious at times and talked 
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always about Jesus. The end came peacefully as 
she had said it would at 6 :25 Thursday morning— 
a natural death, in her right mind, and as she so 
often prayed, as a Christian. Just about three 
minutes before the end, she opened her eyes and 
as we repeated "In Jesus' Name," from her, we 
caught the whisper, "Yes Lord, in Jesus' Name," 
and she went to be with Jesus. 
Loving hands made the casket, and it was beau­
tiful. Loving hands dug the grave, and none but 
loving hands touched her precious body. A service 
was held for the natives at Malange, and another 
service at Quessua where no less than twelve 
hundred people were in attendance. In the latter 
service, three languages were used, Kimbundu, 
Portuguese, and English. She awaits the coming 
of the Lord beside the Bible School at Quessua. 
She loved it so much, we felt that is where she 
would like to be. It was a beautiful funeral. Mr. 
Wengatz said it was more like an Easter service 
than a funeral. 
We will need you in America to keep up the in­
terest in all her beloved work. Not one bit of it 
shall ever be allowed to go down. Her place can­
not be filled, but we are all giving ourselves to the 
work anew to carry on in Jesus' name as never 
before; and some day we shall understand why 
Heaven needs her more than Angola does. 
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"OUR TRIBUTE TO MRS. WENGATZ" 
Leila Childs Edling, Angola 
Those of us who are left behind, confronted by 
the colossal task of trying to fill her place, are 
resolutely refraining from asking why our most 
gifted missionary should thus be taken away from 
this needy work in her prime. Our slender little 
staff of workers is so crippled by this loss; but we 
settle our doubts; we keep our grip firm; we find 
our peace—"In Jesus' Name"—believing with all 
our hearts that "the man of God is immortal until 
his work is done." Her time had come to go home, 
or she would not have gone. She had sown so 
wide a field, she had cultivated it so intensely, she 
had already reaped so vast a harvest, that we can­
not wonder that God said to her, "Well done, thou 
good and faithful servant, enter thou into the joy 
of thy Lord." She fought a valiant fight, she fin­
ished her course, she has gone to receive her crown 
of righteousness, and we would not wish her back. 
Genius it was—consecrated genius—that led 
those meetings, that swayed those crowds to 
music, that translated those gospel hymns, that 
interpreted so fluently for outside speakers, that 
had always an intuitive grasp of the situation, a 
quick sympathy and understanding, just the right 
message at the right time, whether in social af­
fairs, or in difficult moments in mission policy, or 
in showing a person how to find the Savior, or in 
leading the people or her fellow-workers to a 
more spiritual life. But that she did not rely on 
genius or intuition, is attested to by the fact of 
her careful preparation for all occasions. No 
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meeting was ever considered a small thing, but 
was thought out and prayed over in advance to 
the last detail. 
She had a gift for language, to which many 
younger missionaries are indebted for their start 
in Kimbundu. To facilitate instruction, she pre­
pared a little book of lessons which is highly 
valued by many of us. 
She was thoroughly business-like in all her 
doings, and this, as well as literary ability, espec­
ially fitted her to be the representative of the 
"Advocate" for Angola . 
As a housekeeper and homemaker she was su­
perb, and she revelled in hospitality. Her home 
was the scene of the j oiliest and most original of 
little social affairs, as well as of some of the finest, 
most sacred and precious gatherings-together of 
the little mission circle. Flowers bloomed like 
magic at her touch, and her home was always a 
bower of them—a place to relax and rest in. In 
fact, it was often dubbed the "sanitarium" since 
so many of us were received there in turn to be 
made well again. Convalescence began immed­
iately in that atmosphere! And how she tempted 
the jaded appetite with her delicious food, and 
how she understood the psychology of every last 
one of us! 
But her mission was not only to the people and 
her fellow-missionaries in Angola. American 
audiences were kindled in missionary zeal by her 
gifted, heaven-sent speech, and then, not left to 
grow cold, as so often happens, but were kept in­
terested after the furlough was over by the vast 
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range of her correspondence, faithful, pains­
taking, inspired! 
Near the splendid little building of the Bible 
School she mothered into existence and loved so 
well, rests her body, most appropriately, while her 
spirit, we like to believe, hovers ever over this 
work in the land of her adoption, watching to see 
if we will hold the faith and "carry on." 
"ASCENDED IN A CHARIOT OF FIRE" 
Herbert C. Withey, Angola. 
Such seems a not inapt or unwarranted charac­
terization of the passing of our sister, Mrs. J. C. 
Wengatz, at Malange in Angola, on Jaunary 16, 
1930. It was a fire of severe suffering and sor­
row, but right through it all she triumphed 
gloriously. 
Another addition to the goodly company of the 
victorious and blood-washed who have gone to 
their heavenly reward from the Angola Mission 
Field. Susan T. Wengatz had a missionary career 
of nearly twenty years. They were full and fruit­
ful years, marked by a mellowing and maturing in 
Christian character. To our short-sightedness it 
seems as though she was cut down at the height 
of her usefulness. But what can one say before 
such manifestation of the presence and power of 
God, but that she must have been right; it was 
no accident, it was permitted for some wise and 
loving purpose; it will redound to the glory of God 
and the progress of His Kingdom! 
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"WHY?" 
Ira E. Gillet, Editor S. Africa Missionary 
Advocate 
Why is it that letters, articles, and poems con­
cerning Mrs. Wengatz have come to me in such 
numbers that I could have filled this whole issue 
with tributes to her and to her work? 
Is it because an aeroplane took serum to her 
across so many miles of trackless waste? No! 
The newspapers made much of the event because 
of the difficulty of the flight, though doubtless 
many readers appreciated the fact that it was 
taken for a missionary instead of for a duke. 
Is it because she left this life as a result of a 
mad-dog-bite instead of Black-water-fever or 
some other illness? No! 
We met Mr. and Mrs. Wengatz at a Student 
Volunteer Convention in Kansas City some years 
ago, and we know "why". If you too knew Mrs. 
Wengatz, or had had the joy of working with her 
as I have had, you would understand. Perhaps 
these words of appreciation in a letter which I 
have just received from Mr. Wengatz will help 
answer the question for those who were not ac­
quainted with her: 
"I think no one ever died in Africa with as 
many prayers back of him as she had. It is al­
most impossible to realize what she was to the 
native church here, to her fellow-workers and to 
the Portuguese of the community. She finished 
her work early, but she did it well. She was very 
thorough and accurate and conscientious in every­
thing she did. We, all of us, without a word, 
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acknowledge that she far outran us in the race as 
a missionary." 
Readers of the Advocate will recall what a 
splendid work Mrs. Wengatz did as Associate 
Editor for Angola. In the eight years of the 
paper, we have not had her equal. 
Poems written by Mrs. Wengatz in her earlier life. 
"MY CALL TO SERVICE" 
(Written while in High School) 
Once I head the dear Savior calling 
And it seemed He was saying to me: 
"This great hungry world is fast dying 
And thy Father hath much need of thee. 
"Once in thy soul was no brightness, 
Once thy heart was blackened with sin; 
But my own blood was shed to redeem thee, 
And salvation has now entered in. 
"That blood was a ransom for many, 
And all may be saved who believe; 
So wilt thou not publish the tidings, 
That the millions may hear and receive? 
"I know thou art weak, but in weakness 
My strength is made perfect; so haste 
And tell the glad news to the heathen. 
Be quick, for there's no time to waste. 
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"Do not wait, saying 'I am unworthy, 
There are others more fitted than I.' 
But arise, for the Savior has called thee 
To work, ere the night draweth nigh. 
"Do not hesitate child, 'tis thy Father, 
And delay only makes my heart bleed. 
Follow me, leaving home, friends, and loved 
ones, 
And I will supply all your need. 
"In the unfailing bank of thy Father, 
There are riches and treasures untold. 
All the wealth of the world He possesses— 
Yea, mines full of silver and gold. 
"Though thou art poor, weak and unworthy, 
And though useless thy life seems to be, 
I will bless thee, and make thee a blessing. 
Never fear, only follow thou me." 
How could I resist such a pleading, 
A calling so tender and low? 
I looked up to God in my weakness 
And answered, "Yes Master, I'll go. 
"If in any small place in Thy vineyard 
Thou can'st use one unworthy as I— 
So little, so weak, so unfitted, 
I must not do aught but reply: 
'Yes Father, I'll follow thee always, 
So make Thy strength perfect in me. 
Let me be a bright little candle 
To shine in this dark world for Thee'." 
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"HEAVEN" 
There is a place I know not where 
A City men call Heaven; 
A home for the redeemed of God 
Whose sins are all forgiven. 
A land where love and joy prevail; 
Where everything is peace; 
Where music sung by heavenly choirs 
Shall never, never cease. 
A home it is of perfect rest; 
No weariness is there— 
No heartaches, sighs, anxieties, 
No sadness and no care. 
The streets, they say, are made of gold; 
The walls of jasper bright; 
There is no need of sun or moon 
For the Lamb of God is Light. 
The gates of Heaven are closed to them 
Whose hearts are black with sin. 
Only those redeemed by Jesus' blood 
Can ever enter in. 
And oh, how blessed it will be 
When God says "Come up higher," 
And angels fair shall usher me 
Into that heavenly choir. 
To sing the praises of my Lord 
When sinners are forgiven, 
And welcome those who fought the fight 
Into the ranks of Heaven. 
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Oh, Heaven will be glorious— 
Too grand for me to miss! 
Lord, keep me every hour an heir 
To that eternal bliss! 
"TRUST" 
God leads in ways I cannot understand; 
But He knows best. 
And while I calmly trust He holds my hand, 
And I am blest. 
Sometimes He leads through valleys where my 
way 
I cannot see. 
Yet I must never murmur but obey— 
God leadeth me. 
And when the imps of Satan gather 'round 
To make me fear, 
My simple faith leaps heavenward with a bound 
And Christ is near. 
I trust Him for He knows the way I take 
And is my Friend; 
And He has promised never to forsake 
Unto the end! 
"HERE AM I" 
In the jungles of dark Africa, 
Where the light has not shown in, 
Thousands of souls lie buried 
In the awful depths of sin. 
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No one has told them of Jesus 
And His wonderful power to save— 
How, to redeem their souls from sin, 
His life on the Cross He gave. 
When Jesus ascended into Heaven 
He gave to you and to me, 
A simple command that reads like this: 
"Into all the world go ye!" 
My will today is Thine, Lord; 
My all have I given to Thee; 
And from the depths of my heart I say, 
"Here am I, Lord, send me!" 
The following poem, "The Rose Beyond the 
Wall," was included in a letter of sympathy which 
was sent to Mr. Wengatz from the Alumni of Tay­
lor University. God used it in a wonderful way 
to bring comfort to his crushed heart. 
"THE ROSE BEYOND THE WALL" 
Near a shady wall a rose once grew— 
Budded and blossomed in God's free light, 
Watered and fed by morning dew, 
Shedding its sweetness day and night. 
As it grew and blossomed fair and tall 
Slowly rising to loftier height, 
It came to a crevice in the wall 
Through which there shone a beam of light. 
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Onward it crept with added strength 
With never a thought of fear or pride; 
It followed the light through the crevice's length 
And unfolded itself on the other side. 
The light, the dew, the broadening view 
Were found the same as they were before; 
And it lost itself in beauties new, 
Breathing its fragrance more and more. 
Shall claim of death cause us to grieve 
And make our courage faint and fall ? 
Nay! Let us faith and hope receive; 
The rose still grows beyond the wall. 
Scattering fragrance far and wide, 
Just as it did in days of yore, 
Just as it did on the other side, 
Just as it will forevermore. 
—A. L. Frank. 
"IN JESUS' NAME" 
In Jesus' name she did go through 
The suffering, agony and pain, 
His strength, her strength; His peace, hers, too; 
'Twas victory all the way through faith. 
In Jesus' name herself forgot, 
Faith shining bright through awful pain, 
For others all her plea and thought, 
For them her very prayer arose. 
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In Jesus' name all fears did flee 
Just simply trusting' in his name; 
That precious name that makes men free 
It did uphold and steady her. 
In Jesus' name her anchor held 
Firm through the strife until the end, 
Until her Lord she then beheld 
And with Him entered into rest, 
In Jesus' name we now go on 
United in the name she loved. 
Her work is only just begun, 
We must go on, we dare not fail. 
—Clara V. Gibbs, Angola. 
The proceeds of the sale of this booklet will be 
used exclusively for the support and development 
of the Taylor Bible School in Quessua, Angola, W. 
Africa, which Mrs- Wengatz founded just before 
her home-going, and where her earthly body lies 
resting till "In The Morning" of the resurrection. 
J. C. W. 
Copies of this booklet may be ordered from Tay­
lor University, Upland, Ind. Single copies, 25 
cents. Special rates will be given on quantities of 
a dozen or more. 


